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Madam, | _ 
; Oets, however they may be modeſt otherwiſe, have ** 
always too good an Opinion of what they. 7 
write. The World *when 'it ſes this Play De- © 
dicated to Your Royal Highneſs, will conclude,'I have. % 
more than my Share. of. that. Vanity., .,But, I hope, the "# 
Honour I have of belonging to You will excuſe my 
Preſumption. Tis \tlaatirttliing I have produc'd in Your - +; 
Service, and my Duty obliges me to what my Choice: = 
durſt not elſe have afpir'd. +» K- 
ya" ung rn, MAD A M, how much it is be- -:: 


ASing, and Your ProteCtion will be no lefs fortunate to 
it in the Printing; for all are ſo Ambitious of making 
Tthelr Colift to'You, that none can be'ſevere to what You © 
are pleas'd to favour. _ 

his univerſal Submiſſion and Reſpe& is "due. to the -* 
Hme@a C Fak and Birth ; but You. have other 3 

rious ities, which are' much -more ingaging. © - 
Thoſe wou'd but dazzle, did not theſe really. charm the... 4 
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*" Byes and Underftandings, of al. who. have. the HappineG 
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Authors on theſe occafions are never wanting to publiſh 
a particular of their Patrons Vertues and Perfections ; but 
Your Royal Highneſs's arg ſo eminently known ,. that, did 
I follow theinks amples, LT. ould þut pany the hole Won- 
ders here, of::which evety one already has elder i in his 
Mind. Belides, I do not think it proper to aim at that in 
Profe, which is lo glorious a Suby ect for Verſe; in ge 


heregfter 1 lower « more - ;Bkyll, 1 Woot: ; 
me much,” fine®1 leſs Saſh ly « defire te be; Rnd 
Poet, than to be thought, - hs 

Madam, Err Bel Vit; V9 « TY? a oe 
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Tour Ryal Highneſs's Si; 


Moſt humble, ara; Y MET. 
T3838: Kd 14S Cv acti jy B iS 
and' moſt filthful Servant ;'' ' 


George Etherege. 
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By Sir Ctr $, croope, Baronet. | 


ES Dancers on the Ropes poor Roets fare, \ 

Moſt periſh young, the reſt in danger are ; © > 

This (one would think) ſhou'd make our Authors wary, - 

But Gameſter-like the Giddy Fools miſcarry. EF 2 
A lucky band or two ſo tempts %m on, ; > - "7 


They cannct leave off Play till theyre undone, | | 

With medeſt Fears a Muſe does firſtebegin, © + _—_ 0 - 
Like a young Wench newly entic'd to fin - | 
But tickled once with Praiſe, by ber good Will, 

The wanton Fool wou'd never mnre lie ſtill, 

*Ts an old Miſtreſs youll meet bere to night, 

Whoſe Charms you once have loqkt on with Delight, 

But now of late ſuch dirty Drabs bave known ye, 

A Muſe th 'bettt Sorts aſham'd to own ye. 

Nature well drawn, and |/it muſt now grve place 

To gawdy Nonſence, and to dull Grimace ;, 

Nor ts it ſtrange that you ſhould like ſa \much 

That kind of Wit, for moſt of yours is ſuch. | 

But Pm afraid that while to France we go, 

To bring you bome fine Dreſſes, Dance and Show : $ "5 
The Stage like you will but more foppiſh grow. FI > W.- 
Of foreign Wares why ſhould we fetch the Scum, | þ ; 
When we can be ſo richly ſerv'd at'bome ? 5 Re: 
For, Heawn be thank'd, *tus not ſo wiſe an Age, 
But your own Follies may ſupply the Stage. 
Though often plow"d, there's no great Fear the Sail 
Should barren grow by the too frequent Toll ;; 
While at your Doors are to be daily found,  - 
Such Loads of Dung-bill to manure the Grown, - 
"Tis by your Follies that we Players thrive, 

As the Phyſicians by Diſeaſes live. 

And as each Year ſome new Diſkemper reigns, 
Whoſe friendly Poiſen belps t increafe their Gains * | E 
So among you, there ſtarts tip every day, . | | _”_ 
Some new unheard of Fool for us*0 Play. BS: 
Then for your own ſakes be not too ſevere, 

Nor what you all _ at home; Damn bere;. . 
Since each is fondraf bis own ugly Face, . FOOEe 
Why ſhould you, when we bold, break the Glaſs ev 
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Dramartis Perſon, 


R Dorimant, } 
Mr. Medley, 
Old Bellair, Gentlemen. 
Young Bellair, 
Sir Fopling Flutter, 


Lady Townley, 
Emilia, | = 
Mrs. Lovett, 
Bellinda, Gentlewomen. | l 
Lady Woeodwil, and t : | 
Harriet, her Daugh- 
ter, 


Pert, 
ands Waiting-Women. 
Buſy, 


A Shooe-maker. | 
An Orange-Woman. 

Three ſlovenly Bullies. 

Two Chair-men: 

Mr. Smirk, a Parſon. 

Handy, a Valet de Chambre. 


Pages, Footmen, 9. 


Man of Mode: 
Sir Fopling Flutter. 
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AGT 1. SGENE I. 


A Dreſſing- Room.,, a Table Covered with a Toilet, 
Cloaths laid ready. 


Eyter Dorimant in his Gown and Slippers, with a Note in his hand 
made up, repeating Verſes. 
Dor. OW for ſome Ages bad the Pride of Spain, 
Made the Sun ſhine on balf the World in vain, | 
[Then looking on the Note. 


For Mrs, Loveit. 
What a dull inſipid thing is a Billet-doux written in * 
Cold Blood, after the heat of the buſineſs is oyer ? - 
It is a Tax upon good Nature which I have | 
Hereteen labouring to pay, and have done it, 
But with as much regret, asever Fanatick 4106-5, 
The Royal Aid, or Church-Dutiesz *Twi > eva af abs 
Have the ſame Fate, I know, that all my Notes _ 
To her have had of late, *Twill not be thought: 
Kind enough. Faith, Women are 7tI right - 
When they jealouſly examine our Letters, for in them” | 7 
We always firſt diſcover our decay. of Paſlpn2===" + 1». Ln 
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The Man of Made; Or, 
Hey ! --=--- Who waits ? -=----- 
EE Roo Hr HAF 
- Handy :-Sirooanens ——— 
Dor, Call a Footman, 
. Hand. None of em are come yet. 
Dor. Dogs ! will they ever lie ſnoring a-bed till Noon. « 
Hand, *Tis all one, Sir : if they're up you indulge 'em fo, 
They're ever poaching after Whores all the Morniag. 
Dor. Take notice henceforward who's wanting in's Duty, 
The next Clap he gets, he ſhall rot for an Example. "A 
What Vermin are thoſe chattering without ? 
Hand. Foggy Nan the Orange-Woman, 
And ſwearing Tom the Shooe-maker, 
Dor. Go ; Call in that over-grown Jade with the Flasket of 
Guts before her ; Fruit is refreſhing in a Morning, 
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CExit Handy. 
It 5 -not that I love you leſs | 
Than when before your Feet I lay. WF 
[Enter Or, Woman. 
Mow now, double Tripe, what News<o you bring ? 
Or. Wom.- News ! here's the beſt Fruit has come to Town 
T* Year: Gad, I was up before Four a Clock this Morning, 
And bought all the Choice the Market, 
Dor. "The naſty Refuſe of your Shop. 
Or. Wom, You need not-not make mouths at it ; 
I aſſure you *tis all cull'd Ware. 
Dor. The Citizens buy better on a Holiday in their 
Walk to Totnam. | 
Or. Wor. Good or bad, *tis all one ; I never knew you 
Commend any thing : Lord, wou'd the Ladies had | 
Heard you talk of them as 1 have done : here, 
Bid your Man give me an Angel. [Sets down the Fruit. 
Dor, Give the Bawd her Fruit again. 
Or. Wom. Well, .on my Conſcience, there never was the 
Like of you, God's my Life! I had almoſt forgot 
To tell you, there is a young Gentlewoman 
Lately come to Town with her Mother, that is 
* So taken with you. 
Dor. Is ſhe handſome ? G 
Or. Wom. Nay, Gad, there are few finer Women, I tell you 
But ſo, and a hugeous Fortune, they ſay. Here, 
Eat this Peach, it comes from the Stone ;, "tis 
Better than any Newington y? have taſted. 
Dor. This fine Woman, PIl lay my life, LTaking the Peach. 
Is ſome awkward ill-faſhion'd Country Toad, who & 
J Not having above four Dozen of black Hairs 
_ 1B On her Head, has adorn'dher Baldneſs with a 


Large 


el 
e white Fruz, that ſhe may look kiſhly bor; 28/7 

nk Fore-Front of 'the-King's po old Play. | <INOP. 59h 
Or. Wom. Gad, you'd change your Note quickly il npt 15 orc i 

If you did but ſee her, | | > 
Dor. How came fhe to know me ? but 
Or. Wom. She ſaw you yeſterday at the Change, | 

She told me, you came and food with the Woman > 
At the next Shop. 
Dor. I remember there was a Mask obſerr'd me indeed. - 

Fool'd did ſhe ſay? 
- Or. Wom. Ay, I vow ſhe told me Twenty things 

You ſaid too, *and ated with Head and with her, 


Body, fo like YOU-=-=-- 
Enter Medley 


Med. Dorimant, my Life, my Joy, 'my darling Sin ; 
How doſt thou ? 

Or. Wom. Lord, what a filthy Trick theſe Men 
Have got of kiſſing one another, 

' Med. Why do you ſuffer this Cart-load of Scandal to wi 
Come near you, and make your Neighbours: - | n 
Think you ſo improvident to need a Bawd ? | {1 

Or. Wom. Good, now we ſhall have it ; you did but want [1s 30 9:91128 ab 
Him to help you : Come, pay me for my Fruit. + 4; 07 1. OR 
' Med> Make us thankful for i it, Huſwife; Bawds are _— — — 
As much out of Faſhion as Gentlemen-Uſhers ; Toe 
None but old Formal Ladies uſe the one, and «+ 1ons 107 AT_HA 
None but Foppiſh old Stagers employ the. other : ay wag 0d AA. 
Go, you are an inz.gtiificant Brandy-Bottle.;/ Y '« 2143927 4 10 

Dor. Nay, there you wrong'her ; three Quarts 9% 17 
Of Canary is her Buſineſs. 

Or. Wom, What you pleaſe, Gentlemen, 

Dor. To him, give him as good avhe brings. FE: 

| Or. Wom. Hang him ; there's not ſuch another Heathen | 
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In the Town again , except it be the Shooe-maker without. \ wi 
Med. 1 ſhall fee you hold up your Hand at the Bar - Fo» 
Next Seſſions for Murder, Huſwife; that . ATE 

- Shooe-maker can take his Oath you are in Fee 
With the Doctours to ſell green Fruit to the 
Gentry, that the Crudities may breed Diſeaſes. -- 

Or. Wom. Pray give me my Money. 1110 

Dor. Not a : When you bring the Gentlewoman 
Hither you ſpo ke 0 of, you ſhall be paid. ;_ 

Or. Wom. "The Gentlewoman ! the Gentlewoman may be Fj 
As honeſt as your Siſters, for t as I know, © - a 
Pray pay me, Mr. Dorimant, do not | py” 
Abuſe me ſo, [ have an honeſter: way of living, | 
You know it. 4 » 20hoaa SIREN 
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r » 
A Med. Was there ever ſuch a reſty Bawd ? | 
= Dor. Some Jades Tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes amends * 13" 
A When ſhe's in good Humour : Come, tell me the 
Lady's Name, and Handy ſhall pay you. 
Or. MWpm. I muſt not ; ſhe forbid me. 
Dor. That's a ſure ſign ſhe won'd have you. . KO, 
Med. Where does ſhe live ? 1 '4104 He 
Or. Wom. They lodge at my Houſe. e 3744 0H 
Med. Nay, then ſhe's ina hopeful way. 
Or. Wom. Good Mr. Medley, ſay your pleaſure of me, 
But take heed how you affront my Houſe, 
* God's my life, in a hopeful way! 
Dor. Prithee, peace ; what-kind' of Woman's the-Mother ?: 
Or. Wom. A goodly grave Gentlewoman ; Lord, how 
She talks againſt the wild. young Men o*th' Town ; | 
As for your part, ſhe thinks you an arrant Devil, 
Shou'd ſhe ſee you, on my Conſcience, ſhe wou'd 
Look if you had not a Cloven Foot. 
Dor. Does ſhe know me ? 
Or: Wom. Only by hearſay ; a- thouſand horrid Stories. 
Have been told her of you, and ſhe 
Believes ?em all. , | 
Med. By the CharaQer, this ſhould be the Famons 
"Lady Woodvil, and her Daughter Harriet. 
Or. Wom. The Devil's in him for gueſſing, I think; 
Dor. Do you know *em ? 
Med. Both very well ; the Mother's a great Admirer- .., 
Of the Forms and Civilities of the laſt Age. 
Dor. An antiquated Beauty may be allow'd to 
Be out of humour at the Freedoms of the preſent. 
4 This is a good Account of the Mother ; Pray 
/ What is the Daughter ? 198 
; Med. Why, firſt ſhe's an Heireſs vaſtly rich:. 
Dor. And handſome ? ': ca't | 
Med. 'W hat an Alteration a Twelve-month may have: 
Bred in her, I know not, but a Year ago Fs 
She was the hexutifnlleſt Creature Lever ſaw ; 
A fine, eafte, clean ſhape, light brown 
Hair in abuudance ;. her Features rogular, her: 
Complexion clear and lively, large wanton Eyes,, 
But above all, a Mouth'that-has made 
Me kiſs it a thouſand times in imagination, : 
Teeth white and even, and pretty pouting | 
Lips, with a little Moiſture ever hanging on themz, . 
That look like the Province Roſe: 5, | 
Ereſh.on the Buſh, *ere the. ans. has-quite: . 
Drawn-up the Dew.. % By "1M 
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Dor. Rapture, meer Rapture ! 


Or. Wom. Nay, Gad, he tells you true, þ 254 


She's a delicate Creature. 

Dor. Has ſhe Wit ? 

Med. More than is uſual in her Sex, and as much Malice, * 
Then ſhe's as wild as you'd wiſh her, 
And has a Demureneſs in her Looks, that makes 
1t ſo ſurprfling. 

Dor. Fleſh and Blood cannot hear this, 
And not long to know her. 

Med. 1 wonder what makes her Mother bring her 
Up to Town, an old doating Keeper cannot 
Be more jealous of his Miſtreſs; 

Or. Wom., She made me laugh yeſterday; there was 

A Jolie came to viſit 'em, and the old Man, 
'She told me, did ſo ſtare upon her, and when he 
Saluted her, ſmack'd To heartily ; who would think > 
It of 'em? 

Med, God-a-mercy, Judge. 

Dor. Do *em right, the Gentlemen of the long Robe 
_ Have not been wanting by their good Examples 
Tg.conntenanc< the crying Sin o'the Nation, 
. Med. Come, on with your Trappings ; 4 

*"Tis later than you imagine. | 

Dor, Call in the Shooe-maker, Handy. 

Or. Wom. Good Mr. Dorimant, pay me ; Gad, I had 
Rather give you my Fruit, than ſtay to be 
Abusd by that foul- mouth'd Rogue; 
What you, Gentlemen, ſay, it matters not much, 
But ſuch a dirty Fellow does one more Diſgrace. 

Dor. Giye her Ten Shillings, and be fure _ tell 
The young Gentlewoman I muſt be 
ay with her. 

Or. Wom. Now do you long to be tempting this pretty 

Creature. Well, Heavens mend you, 


Med. Farewel, Bog------ CEx. Or. Wom. and Handy. 


Dorimant, when did you {ce your 
Pts aller, as you call her, Mrs. Loveit ? 
Dor. Not theſe two Days. : 
Med. And how ſtand Afﬀairs between you ? 
Dor. There has been great patching of late ; with much 
Adoe we make a ſhift to hang together. 
Med. 1 wonder how her mighty Spirit bears it. 
Dor. Ill enough on all Conſcience ; I never knew 
So violent a Creature. 
Med. She's the moſt paſſionate in oF Love, and. -/. | 
Tas moſt —_—_— —— ___ BEIT: 4 ab 
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Woman I ever heard of, What Note is that ? - 
- Dor. An Excuſe 1 am going to ſend her for the 
Neglect I am guilty of. 
Med. Prithee read it. 
Daz. No ; but but if you?ll take the pains you may. 


Medley reads.) I never was a Lover of buſmeſs, but now I bave a jug 


Reaſon to bate it ;, ſince it bas kept me theſe two days 
From ſeeing you, I intend to wait upon you mm the 
Afternoon, and, in the Pleaſure of your Converſation, 
Forget all I have ſuffer'd during this tedious Abſence. 


Med. This buſineſs of yours, Dorimant, has been 
With a Vizard at the Play-houſe ; I have 
Had an Eye on you, If ſome malicious body 
Shou'd betray you, this kind Note would hardly 
Make your peace with her. by 
Dor. 1 delire no better. 
Med, Why ; wou'd her Knowledge of it oblige you ? 
Dor. Moſt infinitely ; next to the coming to a good 


Underſtanding with a new Miſtreſs, 


I love a Quarrel with an old one; but the 
DeviPs int, there has been ſuch a calm in 

My Afﬀairs vt late, I have not had the Pleaſure 
Of making a Woman ſo much as break 

Her Fan, to be ſullen, or forſwear hex ſelf 


- Theſe three days. 


Med. A very great Misfortune ; let me ſee, I love: 
Miſchief well enough, to forward this buſineſs - 
My feIf; 1'il about it preſently ; and though I 
Know the truth of what y'ave done, will ſet her 
A raving ; Iil heighten it a little with Invention, 
Leave her in a Fit o'the Mother, and be-here 
Again before yare ready. 

Dor. Pray ſtay ; you may ſpare your ſelf the Labour ;. 
The Buſineſs is undertaken already by 
One who will manage it with as much Addreſs, 

And, I think, with a little more Malice than you can. 

Med. Who, i'the DeviPs Name, can this be ? 

Dor. Why the Vizard, that very Vizard 
You ſaw me with. 

Med. Does ſhe love Miſchief ſo well, as to betray: 
Her ſelf to ſpight another ? 

- Dor. Not ſo neither, Medley ;, I will make you comprehend 
The Myſtery ; this Maſque for a farther . 
Confirmation of what I have been theſe-two days 
Swearing to her, made me yeſterday at the. Play-houſe 
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* HMakehera promiſe before her face, atreplyit 
With LZoveit ; and becauſe ſhe tenders my Ri 
And wov'd not have me do a-barbarous thing, has 
Contriv'd a way to give:me'a handſome occaſion. > 
Med. Very good. I 
Dor. She intends, abont an hour before me, this 
Afternoon, to make Zoveit a vilit, and- (havin {EIA L, 
The priviledge, by reaſon of a Ll nc, Friendſhip Z 
Between *em) to talk of. her b 
Med, 1s ſhe a Friend. ? | 
Dor. Oh, an intimate Friend ! : 
Med. Better and better ; pray oceed. | 
Dory. She means inſenſibl) inuate a 
Diſcourſe of me, and arti Lally raiſe her Jealouſie: 
To ſuch a height, that, tranſported with the 
Firſt motions of her Paſſion, ſhall fly' | $97 
- Upon me with all the Fiiry imaginable, . C4 
As ſoon as ever | enter. The Quarrel being» Co 


4 © 
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Thus happily _ | am to play my part, 
Confeſs and juſtifie all myRoguery ; 
Swear her Impertinence and ill Humour makes CT 
__ tax her with the next Fop © Jl 
omes into my head, and in a huff = 


March away, flight her and leave her 

To be taken by whoſoever thinks it worth 

His time to lie down before her. : By. 
Med, This Vizard is a ſpark, and has a Genius that A, " 

Makes her worthy of your ſelf, Dorimant. N 


Enter Handy, Shooe-maker, and Footman.” 
Dor. You Rogue there, who ſneak like a Dog that: 
Has flung down a Diſh ; if you do not mend 
Your waiting, I'll uncaſe you, and turn you ; £5 
Looſe to the W heal of Fortune. Handy, b: 
Seal this, and let him run with it preſently. 
CExeunt Handy and Footnin: 
Med. Since y*are reſolv'd on a Quarrel, why do 
You ſend her this kind Note ? 
Dor. To keep her at home, in order to the buſineſs, | 
How now, you drunken Sot ? [To the Shooe-maker. 
Shoom, *Zbud : ; you have no reaſon to talk ; I have 
Not had a Bottle of Sack of yours in my Belly 
This Fortnight. 
Med. The Orange Woman ſays, your Neighbours take 
Notice what a Heathen you are, and 
Deſign to inform the Biſhop, and have you! bags. 
£- For an Atheiſt. "WM 
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Shoom. "Damn her, Dung-hill ; ;if her Husband does 
Not remove her, ſhe ſtinks ſa, the Pariſh 
Intend to indite him for a Nuſgace. 

Med, I adviſe-you like a Friend ; reform your Life: 
You have brought the Envy of the World 
_ you, by living above your ſelf. 

horing and Swearing are Vices too gentile 
For a Shooe-maker, | 

Shoom, *Zbud, 1 think you Men of Quality-will grow 
As unreaſonable as the Women ; you wou'd 
Ingroſs the Sins o'the Nation ; poor Folks 
Can no ſooner be wicked, but they're raid 
At by their Betters, | 

Der. Sirrah, I'll have you ſtand I'the Pillory 
For this Libel. 

- Shoom. Some of you deſerve it, Pm-ſure, there 
Are ſo many of *em, that our Journey-men now-a-days 
Inſtead of harmleſs Ballads, ſing nothing 
But your damn'd Lampoons. 

Dor. Our Lampoons, you Rogue ? 

. Shoom. Nay, good Maſter, why ſhow'd not yow , 
Write your own Commentaries as well as Ceſar ? 

Mecd. The Raſcal's read, I percelve. 

£bcom. You know the old Proverb, Ale and Hiſtory, 

Dor. Draw on my Shooes, Sirrah, 

Shoom. Here?s a Shooe, X 

Dor. Sits with more Wrinkles than there are 
In an angry Bully's Forehead. 

Shoom. *Zbud, as ſmooth as your Miſtreſſes Skin 
Does upon her; ſo, ſtrike your Foot in home, 

*Zbud, it &er a Monſieur of %em all 

Make more faſhionable Ware, Þ ll be content 
T ave my Ears whipt off with my own 
Paring-Knife. 

Med. And ſerv'd up in a Ragouſt, inſtead of 
Coxcombs to a Company, of French Shooe-makers 
For a Collation, 
 Sbcom, Hold, hold, damn em Catterpillars, let 'em 

Feed upon Cabbage ; Come, Maſter; your Health 
This Morning next my Heart now. 

Dor. Go, get you home, and govern your Family better ; 
Do not let your Wife tollow you to the 285 4 
Ale-houſe, beat your Whore, and lead her 
Home in Triumph, 

Shoom, *Zbud, there's never a Man i'th* Town lives more like 
A Gentieman, with his Wife, -than 1 do. 7g 
I never mind her Motions, ſhe never inquires 
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Ir Foplitg & x. 
Into mine : We ſpeak to another/Gvilly 0 17 
Hate one another heartHy, and becauſe is a, 
To lie and ſoak together, we have each of us - 
Our ſeveral Settle-Bed, 
Dor. Give him half a Crown, 
Med, Not without he]l promiſe to be bloody drunk, 
Shcom.. Tope's the word. i'the Eye of the World for my 
Maſter's Honour, Robin, - 
Dor. Do not debauch my Servant, $irrah. 

Sbooms. I only tip him the wink, he knows an | | | 
Ale-houſe from a Hovel. [Exit Shooe-maker. 
Dor. My Cloaths quickly, Lo <. 
Med. Where ſhall we dine to day? ? 4216201 
Dor. Where you will ; / R [Enter Bellair.. 

Here comes a good Third Man, | | 
Bell. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 
Med. Gentle Sir ; how will you anfiwer this- 
Viſit to your honourable Miſtreſs ? 
*Tis not her Intereſt you ſhould keep Company | pe LEW 
With Men of Sence, who-will be tatking Reaſon: \ £2 
Bell. I do not fear her Pardon, 'do you but '4 | | ." 
Grant me yours, for my. Negle& of late,''”: | i 
Med. Though y ave made us miſerable, by the: 
Want of your good Company; to ſhew you 
E am free from all reſentment ; may the! '' 
Beautiful Cauſe of our Misfortune, 
Give you all the Joys happy Lovers 
Have ſhar'd ever-fince the World began. 
Bell. You wiſh me in Heaven; but you believe: 
Me on my Journey to Hell. | 
Med. You have a good ſtrong Faith, and that may contribute 
Much toward your Salvation. 'I confeſs, I am 
But of an outward Conſtitution, apt to "have 
Doubts and Scruples, and in Love they are no leſs Ne 
Diſtrafting than in Religion ; were I fo-near- ( IG ria oogl 
Marriage, I ſhow'd cry out by Fits as I ride | th ta 
In my Coach, Cuckold, Cuckold, 'with no leſs Fury thcks 
The mad Fanatick does Glo . in | Bethlem, 4 
Bell. Becauſe Religion'mak es ſome run mad, mn 1 954 
Muſt I live like an Atheiſt *- = 
Med. 1s it not great indiſthGion for a Man | 39/1241 51 {OT BONA 
Of Credit, who may have Money enough*on - © LG ION 
His word, to go and deal with Jews ; who for ' 
Little Summs make Men enter into Bonds | 
And give Judgments ?: . 
Bell.. Preach no more owtlik. Text: > Yam: te oh > GAIN INS 
Determin'd;, andithere is no. hops of "Ty Carer Hy nn 7 yp 25 
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Dor. Leave your unneceſſary fid a:W to 
wg Fo Mandy, wi who in filing abut him: 
That s buzzing about a Man's Noſe at — | , 
Is not more troubleſome than thou art. 
Hand. You love to have your Cloaths han juſt, Sir, 
Dor.-I love to be well dref#d, Sir! and think it 
No ſcandal to my Underſtanding. - = 
Hand, Will you uſe the Eſſence or Orange-flon er-Water ? | 
Dor, 1 will ſmell as I do to day, no Offence: 
To the Ladies Noſes. | 
aHand.- Your Pleaſure, Sir. Jr 
| Dor, That a Man's Excellency ſhould lie in 
Neatly tying of a Ribbond, or a Crevat ! how 
Carefuls Nature in furniſhing the World 
' With neceſſary Coxcombs ! 
Bell, That's a mighty pretty Suit of yours, Dorintant: 
Dor. I am glad *r has your Approbation. 
Bell. No Man in Town has a better Fancy in 
His Cloaths than you have. 
Dor. You will make me have an Opinion of my. Genius. 
Med. There is a great Critick, I hear, ui ror Matters, 
Lately arriv'd piping hot from Paris, '. 
Bell, Sir Fopling Flutter you mean. 
Med. The ſame, 
, Bell, He thinks himſelf the Pattern of 
Modern Gallantry. 
Dor. He is indeed the Pattern of modern Foppery. 
Med. He was yeſterday at the Play, with a pair of Gloves 
Up to his Elbows, and a Periwig more, exaQly Curl'd - 
Than a Lady's Head newly dreſs'd for a Ball, 
Bell, Wheat a pretty Liſp he has ! 
Dor. Ho ; that he affe&s in imitation-of the 
People of Quality of France, [ 
Med. His Head ſtands, forthe moſt part, on one ſide, 
And his Looks are more languiſhing than 
A Lady's, when ſhe lolls at ſtretch in her. 
Coach, or leans her Head careleſly againſt the 
Side of a Box i'the Play-houſe. 
Dor. Ke is a Perſon indeed of great,acquired Follies. 
Med. He is, like many others, beholden to his 
Education for making him ſo eminent-a:Coxcomby -_ _ » 
Many a Fool had been loſt to the World, HENS 
Had their indulgent Parents - ; T3%þ» by 
Wiſely beſtow” Ji neither Learning nor 
Good Breeding on 'em. | 46625 | 
Bell. He has been, as the ſparkiſh Words; HC 0b27'l nd 
Upon the Ladies already: 3, he was yeſterday,-- ©1726 Sri A, 
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At my Aunt Townley's, and gave Mrs. 
Loveit a Catalogue of his good Qualities, _"* 
Under the Character of a compleat Gentleman, | 97-2 
Who, according to Sir Fopling, ought-to dreſs well, « 28 
Dance well, fence well, have a Genius for Love-Letters ; 
An agreeable Voice for a Chamber, 

Be very amorous, ſomething diſcreet, 

But not over conſtant. 

Med. Pretty Ingredients to make an 
Accompliſh'd Perſon. . | , 

Dor. I am glad he pitch'd upon-Zovert. 

Bell, How ſo ? 

Dor. I wanted a Fop to lay to her Charge, 

And this is as pat as may be. : bb” 

Bell. 1 am confident ſhe loves *" 0 
No Man but you. I 7 

Dor. The good Fortune were enough to make me vain, P;-'_ 
But that I am in my Nature modeſt, ; ' + ot 

Bell. Hark you, Dorimant, with your leave, Mr. Medley, 
"Tis only a Secret concerning a fair Lady. 

Med. Your good Breeding, Sir, gives you too much trouble, 
You might have whiſper'd without | 
All this Ceremony, Wb. 5. 

Bell. How ſtand your Afﬀairs with Bellinda of late ? [To Dorimant.,. 

Dor. She's a little Jilting Baggage. & = 

Bell, Nay, Idbelieve her falſe caough, but 
She's neer the worſe for your purpole ; ſhe was 
With you yeſterday in a Diſguiſe at the Play. | 7 

Dor. There we fell out, and reſolyed . 
; Never to ſpeak to one another more. TO 

Bell, The Occaſion ? 

Dor; Want of Courage to meet me at the place appointed. 

Theſe young Women apprehend loving, as much 

As the young Men do fighting at firſt ; 

But once enter'd, like them too, they all 

Turn Bullies\ſtraight. [Enter Handy to Bellair. ; 
. Handy. Sir, your Man without deſires to ſpeak with you. +, 

Bell, Gentlemen, I'll return immediately. LExit Bellair, 

Med. A very pretty Fellow this. > 

Dor. He's hangſome, well-bred, and by. much the moſt | 4, IG 
Tolerable of all the young Men that do not abound in Wit. F 

Med. Ever well-dreſ?d, always complaiſant, *and —— 
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Seldom irapertinent ; you and he are grown x a; 
__ 4 
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Very intimate, I fee. | 
Dory. I: is our mutual Intereſt to be fo ; 

It makes the Women thiak the better of his 3 

Underſtanding, and judge more favourably - ny - : IG; 
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Reputation ; it makes him paſs upon ſome for 
A Man of very good ſenſe, and I upon others 
For a very civil Perion. / 
Med, What was that whiſper ? 
Dor, A thing that he would fain have known, 


2 But I did not think it fit to tell him ; 


It might have frighted him from his honourable 
Intentions of Marrying. | 

Med. Emilia, give her her due, has the beſt Reputation 
Of any young Woman about the Town ; who - 
Has Beauty enough to provoke DetraCtion ; ner Carriage - 
Is unaffeted, her Diſcourſe modeſt, not at all cenſorious, 
Nor pretending like the Counterfeits of the Age. 

Dor. She's a diſcreet Maid, and l believe nothing can 
Corrupt her but a Husband. T 

Med. A Husband ? 

Dor. Yes a Husband ; I have known many Women make 
A difficulty of loſing a Maidenhead, who 
Have afterwards made none of making a Cuckold. 

Med. This prudent Conſideration I am apt to think 


- Has made you confirm poor Bellair in the 


Deſperate Reſolution he has taken. 
. Dor, Indeed the little hope I found there was of her 
In the ſtate ſhe was in, has made me, by my 
Advice, contribute ſomething towards the 
Changing of her Condition, ; 
Enter Bellair. 
Dear Bellair, by Heavens, 
I thought-we had loſt thee ; Men in Love 
Are never to be reckon'd on when we wou'd 
Form a Company. 
Bell, Dorimant, 1 am undone, my Man has brought 
The moſt ſurpriſing News ! the World. 
Med, Some ſtrange Misfortune is befaln your Love. 
Bell. My Father came to Town laſt Night, and 
Lodges the very Houſe where Emilia lies. 
Med. Does he know it is with her you are in Love ? 
Bell. He knows I love, but knows not whom, 
Without ſome officious Sot has betray'd me. 
Dor. Your Aunt Townley is your Confident, 
And favours the Buſineſs. , 
Bell. 1 do not apprehend any ill Office from her, 
I have received a Letter, in which I am commanded 
By my Father to meet him at my Aunt's this Afternoon ; 
He tells me farther, he has made a Match for me, and bids 
Me reſolve to be obcdient to his Will, 
Or expect $ be diſ-inherited.. 
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; ' © Jr Fopling Flutter; F.,"M 
Med, Now's your time, Bellair ; never had Lover ſuch | 
An Opportuaity of giving a generous Proof of his Paſſion,” _ Si. 

Bull As how, I pray ? , .,- 

Med, Why, hang an Eſtate, marry Emilia out of Hand, - 
And provoke your Father to do what he threatens ; 
"Tis but deſpiſing a Coach, -humbling your ſelf 
To a pair of Goloſhoes, being out of Countenance 
When you meet your Friends, pointed at and pitied 
Where-ever you go, by all the Amorous Fops 
That know you, and your Fame will be immortal, 

Bell. I cou'd find in my Heart to reſolve not to marry at all. AI. 

Dor. Fie, fie, that would ſpoil a good Jeſt, and diſappoint - - 8 
Thgwell-natur'd Town of an occaſion of laughing at you. 43; 

Bell, The ſtorm I have ſo long ys hangs + 
O're my Head, and begins to pour down upon me z 4 
I am,on the Rack, and can have no Reſt till 'm _—_ 
Satisfied in what I fear ; where do you dine ? — 

Dor. At Long*s or Locket's. 

Med. At Long's let it be. 

Bell. I'll run and ſce Emilia, and inform my ſelf 
How matters ſtand ; if my Misfortunes are not | . 
So great as to make me unht for Company, | we 
FI be with you, ; [Exit Bellair,. #.. 

Enter a Footman with a Letter. | y 

Footm. Here's a Letter, Sir. [To Dorimant. 

Dor. The Superſcription's right ; For Mr; Dorimant. , 

Med, Let's ſte the very Scrawl and Spelling 
Of a True-bred Whore. 

Dor. I know the Hand, the Style is admirable, I aſſure you, 

Med. Prithee read it. « 
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Dor. reads.) I told a you you dud not love me, if you dud, 
You wou'd bave ſeen me again *ere now ; {4 
I bave no Money and am very mallicolly ; 
Pray ſend me a Guynie to ſee the Operies. ; 
Your Servant to Command, 


Med, Pray let the Whore have a favourable : ES 
Anſwer, that ſhe may ſpark it in a Box, | 
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And do _ to her Profeſſion, . -$* 8 

Dor. She ſhall ; and perk up 7the Face of Quality. _ 

* Is the Coach at the Door ? 4 7 mA, PL 
Hand. You did not bid me ſend for it.. * "0 .. _ 
Dor. Eternal Blockhead ! ' [Handy offers to go at, = 

Hay, SOf.--=====— : 402 ; X.. 5 
Hand, Did yeu call me, Sir? SY WA gt" 1990 
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"3-H The Man of Mode ; Or, 
Dor. T hope you have no juſt Exception to the Name, Sir. 

Hand. 1 have ſenſe, &ir. 

Dor, Nor fo much as a Fly in Winter ; — 
How did you come, Mugley ? 
B22 Ad, In a Chair, 
Wy Foot, You may have a Hackney-Coach if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Dor. I may ride the Elephant if I pleaſe, Sir ; 
Call another Chair, and let my Coach follow to Long's. 

Be calm, ye great Parents, &C, LEx. ſmging. 
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SOT SCENETL. ---. 


Enter my Lady Townley, and Emilia, 


Town, F Was afraid, Emilia, all had been diſcover'd. 
Emil. 1 tremble with the Apprehenkon ſtill, 

Town, That my Brother ſhou'd take Lodgings I'the * 
Very Houſe where you lie. 

Emil, *F'was lucky, we had timely Notice to warn the 
People to be ſecret, he ſeems to be a mighty good. 
Humour'd Old Man. Re 

Town, He ever had a notable ſmerking way with him. 
Emil. He calls me Rogue, tells me he can't abide me z 
And does fo bepat me. 

Town, On my word you are much in his Favour then, 

Emil, He has been very inquiſitive, I am told, about my 
Family, my Reputation, and my Fortuge. | 

 - Town, I am confident he does not I'the leaſt ſuſpect 
= You are the Woman his Son's in Love with. 
+ Emil. What ſhou'd make him then inform himſelf 

So particularly of me ? 

Town. He was always of a very loving Temper himſelf ; 

It may be he has a doating Fit upon hum, who knows, 

Emil. It cannot be. LEntey Y. Bellair.. 
Town, Here comes my Nephew. Where did - | 
You leave your Father 2 | 
Y. Bell, Writing a Note within ; Emilia, this early Viſit 
Looks as if ſome kind Jealouſie 
Wov'd not let you reſt at home; 
+ Emil, The knowledge I have bf my Rival, 
Gives me a little cauſe to fear your, Conſtancy. 
Y. Bell, My Conſtancy ! I vow -—----- 
Emil. Do-not vow=---- Our Love is frail as is our Life, and 
4 Fulh as little in our Power, and are you ſure you ſhall 
©, JHOut-live this day? F-a-r4y 
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Y. Bell, 1 am not, but when we are in perfe& Health; 1 FRE. 
*Twere artidle thing to fright our ſelveswith-the | 
Thoughts of ſudden Death, 8 

Town. Pray, .what has paſt between 
You and your Father i'the Garden ? 

Y. Bell, He's firm in his Reſolution, 
Tells me I muſt marry Mrs. Harriet, | m" 
Or ſwears he'll marry himſelf, V : "= 
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And diſ-inherit me. When I ſaw I could not prevail 

With him to be more indulgent, I diſſembled'an Obedience 

To his Will, which has:compos'd his Paſſion, 

And will give us time, and I hope opportunity to deceive him; 
Enter Old Bellair with a Note in bis band. A 

Town. Peace, here he comes, ".- 

Old Bell. Harry, take this, and let your Man carry it for me | 
To Mr. Fourbes's Chamber, my Lawyer Ythe' Temple. + 
Neighbour, a Dod I am glad to ſee thee here, | £To Emilia,. 
Make much of her'Siſter, ſhe's one | 
Of the beſt of your Acquaintance ; I like her | 
Countenance and her Behaviour well, ſhe has 
A Modeſty that is not common Ithis Age, W_. 
A Dod, ſhe has. ” | =" 

Town, I know her Value; Brother, and eſteem: her accordingly. 

Old Bell. Adviſe her to wear a little more Mirth in 
Her Face, a Dod, ſhe's too ſerious. 

Town. The Fault. is very excuſable in a young Woman, 

Old Bell. Nay, a Dod, | like her ne&er the worſe ; 

A Melancholy Beauty has her Charms. | 
[ love a oy Sadneſs in a Face, which varies *Y 
Now-and then, like changeable Colours, into a Smile. . . 

Town. Methinks you ſpeak very feelingly, Brother. - 

Old Bell. I am but Five and Fitty,. Siſter, you know, _ ".- 4 
An Age not altogether unſenſible ! Cheer up Sweet-Heart ; [To Emilia. 7 
I have a Secret to tell thee, may chance 36 
To make thee merry ; we three wiil make 
Collation together anon, in the mean time Mum, 

I can't abide you, go, I can't abide you,-oo——- 
Harry, Come, Snaert 
You muſt along with me to Lady WoodvilF's. 
I am going to lip the Boy at a Miſtreſs. | 
- Y. Zell. Ata Wife, Sir, you wau'd fay.. . 

Old Bell. You need not look fo glum, 'Sir.3 1 4 
A Wife is no Curſe when ſhe brings.the Bleſling. /;;. + 
Of a good Eſtate with her, but an idle T own-Flurt, | "4; LEY 
With a painted Face, a rotten R on, _ _—_ 
And a craſie Fortune, a Dod, is the Devil and all,, 
4s Wks one | hear you are.in:Leagu 
21:t%: - 


With... «BU 1g 


. 


Y: Zell, 1 cannot help <4 Sir. 
O. Bell. Out, a.piſe o their Breeohes, there are 
Ye Keeping Fools enough tor ſuch flauntin 


Baggagcs, and tiicy are Cen too good for *em, . 
p: Remember Night, go, y'are a Rogue, yare [To Emilia, 
EE. A Rogue; farc yOu well; come, come, 
Come along, Sir. LEx Old and T, Bellair. 


Town. On my word the old Man Gmes on apace ; 

= V1! lay my Lite he's ſmitten. 

E. Emil, This is nothing but the Pleaſantneſs of his Humour, 

. Town. I know him better than you, let it work, 

I It may prove lucky. LEnter a Page. 

I Page. Madam, Mr. ediy has ſent to know, 

*z Whether a Viſit will not bc troubleſome 

This Afternoon ? : 

Town, Send him word, his Vilits never are ſo. | : 

Emil. He's a very pleaſant Man, 
=o» Town, He's a very neceilary Man among us Women ; 

'S He's not ſcandalous 7 the leaſt, perpetually 
Contriving to bring good Company together, 
A» And always ready to ſtop up a gap at Ombre, 
wy Then he knows all the little News i” the Town. 
. Emil, | love to hear him talk o' the [ntrigues, 
Let them be never ſo dull in themſelves, he'll 
Make 'em pleaſant 1'the Relation. 

Town, But he improves things ſo much, . one can take no 

Meaſure of the Truth from him. 

Mr. Dorimant {wears a Flea or a Maggot is 

Not made more monſtrous. by a Magnifying-Glaſs, 

'Than a Story is by his telling tt. 

Emil. Hold, here he comes. 
| Enter Mgdley. 

Town, Mr. Medley. 

Med, Your Servant, Madam. 

Town, You have made your ſelf a Stranger of late. 

Emil. | believe you took a Surfeit at Ombre, 

Laſt time you were here. 

Med. indecd I had my Belly full of that Tarmagant 
Lady Dealer ; there never was ſo, unſatiable 
A-Carder, an old Gleeker never lov'd to ſit 
To't like her ; I have play'd with her now at 
Leaſt a dozen times, till ſhe *as worn out all 
Her fine Complexi ion, and her Tour wou'd 
Keep in Curl no longer. ! 

Town, Blame her not, poor. Woman, 

She loves nothing ſo well as a black Ace. 
_ Med, The Pleaſure I have ſeen her i in when ſhe 
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Has had hope in drawing for a Matadove.  .: oy 
Emil. *Tis a pretty Sport to her, as perfwading 
Masks off is to you to make Diſcoveries. © * 
Town, Pray, where's your Friend, Mr. Dorimant 2 
Med. Solliciting his Afﬀairs, he's a Man of -great > 
Imployment, has more Miſtreſſes now depending, 
Than the moſt eminent Lawyer in England - 
Has Cauſes. 
Emil. Here has been Mrs. Zoveit, ſo nneaſie 
And out of Humour theſe two days. | 
Town, How ſtrangely Love and Jealouſfie rage 
In that poor Woman ! 
Med. She cow'd not have pick'd ont a Devil 
Upon Earth ſo proper to torment her ; 
H'as made her break a dozen or two of 
Fans already, tare half a ſcore Points in pieces, 
And deſtroy Hoods and Knots anere Number. 
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Town, We heard of a pleaſantigerenade he gave 
Her Cother Night, 

Med. A Daniſh Serenade with Kettle-Drums, and Trumpets. 

Emil, Oh barbarous ! ; 

Med. What, you arc of the Number of the Ladies, 
\Vhoſe Ears are grown ſo delicate ſince our 
Opera's, you can be charn'd with nothing 
But Flute doux, and French Hoboys. _ 

Emil. Leave your Raillery, and telFus, is there any 
New Wit come forth, Songs or Novels ? 

Med. A very pretty piece of Gallantry, by an 
Eminent Authour, calld, The Diverſtons of Bruxels, 
Very neceſlary to be read by all 
Old Ladies, who are deſirous to improve themſelyes , 
At Queſtions and Commands, Blindman's Buff, 

And the like faſhionable Recreations, | 

Emil. Oh Ridiculous! ._ . 

Med, Phen there is the Art of Aﬀetation, written: 
By a late Beauty of Quality, teaching you how 
To draw up your Breaſts, ſtretch up your Neck, 

To thruſt out your Breech, to play with your Head, 

To toſs up your Noſe, to bite your Lips, to turn 

Up your Eyes, to ſpeak in a filly ſoft Tone of 

A Voice, and uſe all the fooliſh Frgxcb Words, 

That will infallibly make your Perſon and 

Converſation charming ; with a ſhort Apology: 

At the latter end, in the'behalf of young Ladies,; 

Who notoriouſly waſh, and paint, though they 

Have naturally good Complexions:.  , . 

Emil.. What a deal of ſtuff you tell'ug2!* +. 
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2 WASH oF 
We 2 The Man of 1 
'Y Med. Such as the Town affords, Madam, 
*, The Ruſſ1ans, hearing the great Reſpett we 
: Have for foreign Dancing, have lately ſent 
Over ſome of their beſt Balladins, 'who are 
Now practiſing a famous Ballat, which will 
Be ſuddenly danCd at the Bear-Garden, - » 

Tows., Pray, forbear your idle Stories, and give us 
An Account of the ſtate of Love, as it now ſtands. 
Med. Truly, there has been ſome Revolutions'in thoſe 

Affairs ; great chopping and changing among the Old, 
And iume new Lovers, whon-Malice, 
Indiſcretion, and Misfortune, have luckily 
Brought into play, 
| Town, What think you of walking into the next Room, 
"oh And ſitting down before you engage in this buſineſs ? 
df Med. 1 wait upon you, and I hope (though Women 
H_—_ Are commonly unreaſonable) .by the plenty of 

2 - Scandal I ſhall diſcover, to give you very good 
Content, Ladies. LExeunt. 


SCEN E IL. 
Enter Mrs. Loveit and Pert. 


Mrs. Loveit putting up a Letter, then pulling out ber Pocket- 
|; Glaſs, and Roking in it. [ 
Loveit: Pert. 
» Pert, Madam. 
Lov. I hate my ſelf, I look fo ill to day. 
Pert. Hate the wicked Cauſe ont, that baſe Man, 
Mr. Dorimant, who macs you torment and 
Vex your felt conrianally, 
Lov, He is t© lame indeed, 
Pert. To blame io be two days without ſending, 
Writing, or coming near you, contrary to . 
, His Oath and Covenaat ; "twas to much 
Purpoſe to make him ſwear ;. Fl lay my 
Life there's not an Article but he has broken, 
Talk'd to the Vizards i'the Pit; waited upon the 
Ladies from the Boxes to their Coaches ; gone behind 
The Scenes, and fawn'd upon thoſe little inſignificant . 
Creatures, the Players ! tis impoſſible for a Man 
2 — Of his inconſtant Temper to forbear, I'm ſure. 


 W+x 


—— Lov. 1 know he's a Devil, but he has ſomething of the 
| Angel yet undefac'd in him, which . 
Makes him ſo charming and agreeable, that 
I muſt love him be he neve*{o wicked, 
IP” By 4 Es; / ma 
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Pert. i ttle thought, Madam, "to.ſes your $ t 
Tamed to this , who haniſh'd poor ” 
Mr. Lackwit but tor taking up I Lady' = 
Fan in your promos 
Lov. My knowing, of ſuch odious Fools, contributes to the 8 
Making of me love Dorimant the; better. bh 
Pert. Your knowing of Mr. Dorimant, in my mind, — 
Shov'd rather make you hate all Mankind. 
Lov. So it does, eſides himſelf, ry 
Pert. Pray what excuſe dces he make in-his Letter 2 ch NV 
Lov. He has had bulineſs. | 
Pert. Buſineſs in general terms wou'd not have 


Been a currant Excuſe for another ; Fe wy 2 
A modiſh Man is always very bufie . | pk 
When he's in purſuit of a new Miſtreſs. | IT . 


Lov. Some Fop has brib'd you to rail at him ; 
He had buſineſs, I will believe it, and will forgive him. 
Pert, You may forgive him any thing, but I ſhall never 
Forgive him his turning me into Ridicule, 
As 1 hear he does. 13% 
Lov. I perceive you are of the number of thoſe | 3 
Fools his Wit had made his Enemits. _: 
Pert. I am of the number of thoſe he's pleas'd 
To railly, Madam ; and, if we may believe 
Mr. Wagfan, and Mr. Caperwell, he ſometimes 
Makes merry with your ſelf too, among - 
His on Companiops. > 06447 Y 
Lov. Blockheads are as malicious to witty Men, + i. ax; 
As ugly Women are to the handſome; 'tis | = 
Their Intereſt, and they make it their bulineſs 
; 0 defame 'em. wet 
Pert. I wiſh Mr. Dorimant wou'd not make 3 
It his buſineſs to defame you, h | 1 hs 
Lov. Shou'd he, I had rather be made infamous | 1 160 
By him, than owe my Reputation to the dull | 0h 
Diſcretion of thoſe Fops you talk of. - "ha 8 
Bellinda ! [Running to ber. 
Enter Bellinda, _ i Þ 
Bell. My Dear. Z » 15'!4 vi.6a 
Lov. You have been unkind of late. i ge. ortho tt 
Bell, Do not ſay unkind, ſay nohappy.- Sr) | EFi2551.05 Svad 133400 
Lov. I cou'd chide you g | ED LS . 
Where have you been theſe two days? - - 0 6:50 ey 
Bell. Pity me rather, my Dear, SM have been +1 : 41,1 0 
So tired with two or three Country-Geolemaney, ©" Met -14-. - as. 
Whoſe Converſation has been more * 5: Par! 
n= pa than a Ns Fiddle, o! us R 
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Lov. Are they "For-cuf if 
Bell, No, Welch | wen ba I made when I was laſt * 
Year at St. Winefred's, they have asked me a thouſand 
Queſtions of the Modes and Intrigues of the Town, 
And I have told 'em almoſt as many things for News 
That hardly were ſo when their Gowns were-in Faſhion. 
Lov, Provoking Creatattes, how cou'd you endure *em ? 
Bell. Now to carry on my Plot, nothing but Love, 
Cou'd make me capable of ſo much Falſhood ; [Afide. 
*Tis time to begin, leſt Dorimant ſhou'd 
Come, before her Jealouſic has ſtung her ; 


[Laughs, and then ſpeaks on. 
I was yeſterday at a Play with %em, . 
Where I was fain to ſhew *em the Living, 25 the 
Man at Weſtminſter does the Dead. That is 


4 Mrs. ſuch a one, admired for her Beanty, 


This is Mr. ſuch a one, cry'd up for a Wit ; 
That is ſparkiſh Mr. ſuch a one, who 
Keeps reverend Mrs. ſuch a one ; and there 
Sits fine Mrs. ſuch a one, who was lately 
"Caſt off by my Lord ſuch a one. 
© Lov. Did you ſee Dorimant there ? 
Bell. 1 did ; and imagine you were there with him, 
And have no mind to own it. 
Lov. What ſhou'd make you think fo ? 
Sell. A Lady masK'd in a pretty diſhabilie, 
Whom Dorimant entertain'd with more Reſpe&, "Ss 
Than the Gallants do a common Vizard. 
Lov. Dorimant at the Play entertaining a Mask ; 


Oh, Heavens ! . [Afde. 
Bell. Good ! [ Aide. - 


Lov. Did he ſtay all the while ? 
Bell. *Till the Play was done, and then led her 
Out, which confirms me it was 'you. 
__” Traytour ! 
Pert, Now you may believe he had buſineſs, and 
You may-forgive him too. 
Zov. Ingrateful, perjur'd Man ! 
Bell. You ſeem ſo much concern'd; my Dear, 
I fear I have told you unawares what I 
Had better have conceal'd for your Cult. 
Lov. What manner of Shape had ſhe ? 
* Bell. Tall and ſlender, her Motions were very gehtile; A 
Certainly ſhe muſt be ſome Perſon of Condition, #7 
Zov. Shame and Confuſion be ever in her 
Face oy ſhe ſhows it. 
Ems ſhoy'd owe your Diſcretion for loying that 
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wild Man; a—ts pens. fiſh 
So bewitching, that few can LI their may EE es i Fs 
Hearts who know him, + «.+- ; 7 

Lov. I will tear him from mine, or die i' the Attempt. _ 

Bell. Be more moderate, - = 

Lov. Wou'd I had Daggers, Darts or poiſon'd Arrows ” 2 
In my Breaſt, ſo I cou'd but remove the Thoughts _” 
Of him from thence. 

Bell, Fie, fie ; your*Tranſports are too violent, my Dear ; 2 
This may be but an accidental Gallantry, "; 

And *tis likely ended at her Coach. - - 

Pert. Shou'd it proceed farther, let your compert be, --. .** 
The Conduct Mr. Dorimant affects, will * $. 
Quickly 'make you know your Rival, ten to one, __ 
Let you ſee her ruin'd, her Reputation expos 4d 
To the. Town, a Happineſs none will envy her 
But your ſelf, "Madam, . Rh... 

Lov. Whoe'er ſhe be, all the harm I wiſh her, is,  =Y 
May ſhe love him as well as I do, and may he give her WI 
As much cauſe to hate him, Kh 

Pert. Never doubt the lattet end of your Curſe, Madam ! i850 

Lov. May all the Paſſions that are rais'd b y neglected Love, "4 | 
Jealoyſie, Indignation, «$7 and Thirit of Revenge, | AY 
Eternally rage in her Soul, as they do a 
Now in mine. - [Walks up and down with a dſtraG:d 4 L 

Enter a Page. *J 

Page. Madam, Mr. Dorimant------- | | 

Lov, 1 will not ſee him. / 

Page. 1 told him you were within, Madam. ; 

Lov. Say you ly'd, ſay I'm buſie, ſhut the door ; «. = 
Say any thing, - | | 

Page. He's here, Madam. [ Entor DAY 

Dor. They taſte of Death who do at Heaven arrive, 

But we this Paradiſe approach alive, 
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Whar, dancing the Galloping Nag without a Fiddle ? [To Loveit. | 
[Offers to catch ber by the Hand, ſbe flings away, 
and walks 0n. A 


[ fear this Reſtleſsneſs of the Body, Madam, [Purſuing ber, 
Proceeds from an Unquietneſs of the Mind. | 
Whar unlucky Accident puts you out of 
Humour a Point ill-waſhed, Knots ſpoiFd Ithe 
Making vp, Hair ſhaded awry, or ſome 
Other little Miſtake in ſetting you in Order ? 

Pert. A Trifle in my Opinion, Sir, more inconſiderable 
Than any you mention. 

. Dor. Oh, Mrs. Pert, I never knew you ſullen _—_. 
To be ſilent, come, let me know the "R-.. | 
\, 2 
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© Pot, 2 Ys buſineſs, Sir, is the buſineſs that has taken you” 
Up theſe two days; how have I ſeen you 
Laugh at Men of buſineſs, and now to become a Man 
Of Pulines your ſelf ! 
Dor. We are not Maſters of our own Afﬀections, - 
Our Inclinations daily alter ; now we love Pleaſure, 
And anon we ſhall doat on buſineſs ! humane 
Frailty will have it ſo, and who can help it ? 
Lov. Faithleſs, ' inhvrane, barbarous Man-- 
Dor. Good, now the Alarm ſtrikes--------- 
Lov. Without ſenſe of Love, of Honour, or of Gratitude, 
Tell me, for I will know, what Devil mask'd 
She was, you were with ar the Play yeſterday ? 
Dox. Faith, I reſoly'd as much as yon, bur the 
Devil was obſtinate, and wov'd not tell me. 
Lov. Falſe in this as in your Vows to me, you do know ! 
Dor. The truth is, I did all I cou'd to know 
Lov. And dare you own it to my Face ? 
Hell and Furies ! [Tears ber Fan in pieces. 
Dor. Spare your Fan, Madam, you are growing hot, 
And will want it to cool you. 
Lov. Horrour and Diſtraction ſeize you, Sorrow and. 
Remorſfe gnaw your Soul, and puniſh all your 


Perjuries to Me------ - [Weeps. 
Dor. So Thunder breaks the Clouds in twain, 

nd makes a paſſage for the Rain. [Turning to Bellinda.. 

Bellinda, you are the Devil that have raifd 

This ſtorm ; you were at the Play yeſterday, [To Bellinda, 


And have been making Diſcoveries to your Dear. 
} Bell. Y” are the moſt miſtaken Man I the World. 
E Dor. Itmuſt be ſo, and here I vow Revenge ; reſolve 
| To purſue, 'and perſecute you more impertinently 
Than ever any Loving Fop did his Miſtreſs ; 
Hunt you 7 the Park, trace you r the Mail, dog * 
You in every Viſit you make, haunt you at 
The Plays, and 7 the Drawing-Room ; hang my 
Noſe in your Neck, and talk to you whether 
You will or no ; . and ever look upon you with ſuch 
Dying Eyes, till your Friends grow: jealous of me, 
Send you out of Town, and the World ſuſpect 
Your Reputation. [In 4 lower woice. 
At my CHe looks kindly on Bellinda.. 
Lady Towmley's when you go from hence. 
Bell. I'll meet you: there. 
Dor. Enough. 
Lov. Stand off, you ſha not ſtare upon her ſo. -[Puſbing Dorimant. away.. 
Dor.. Good !. there i is one made bndons already. 
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Lov. Is this the Conſtancy you vow?d # on 

Dor. Conſtancy at my Years, *tis not a Vertue in 
Seaſon, you might as well expe the Fruit, the - 
Autumn ripens, i the Spring, 

Lov. Monſtrous Principle ! a 

Dor. Youth has a long Journey to go, Madam, ſhou'd 
I have ſetup my Reſt at the firſt [nn 1 lodg's ar, - 
I ſhov'd never have-arriv*d at the Happineſs 1 now enjoy. 

Lov. Dilſembler, damn'd Diſſembler ! 

Dor. 1 am fo | confeſs ; good Nature, and good Manners 3 
Corrupt me. I am honelt in my Inclinations, and | 2 
Wou'd not, wer't not to avoid Offence, make | 
A Lady a little in years believe I think her young, wilfully Ps 
Miſtake Art for Nature ; and ſeem as fond of a thing | | 
E am weary of, as when I doated on't in earneſt, 4 

Lov. Falſe Man, Yo 

- Dor. True Woman. - 

Lov. Now you begin to ſhow your ſelf ! 

Dor. Love gilds us over, and makes us ſhow fine things 
To one another for a time, but ſoon the Gold 
Wears off, and then again the native Braſs appears. 

Lov. Think on your Oaths, your Vows and Proteſtations, 
Perjur'd Man ! 


W - 
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Dor. 1 made 'em when I was in love; ©» 
Lov. And therefore ought they not to bind ? 97; 


Oh Impious ! . "== 
Dor. What we ſwear at ſuch a time, may be a certain Proof my 
Of a preſent Paſſion, but to ſay truth, in Love there is 
No ſecurity to be given for the future, <0 
Lov. Horrid, and ingrateful, be gone, = 


And never ſee me more, | _ 
Dor. 1 am not one of thoſe troubleſome Coxcombs, "08 
Who, becauſe they were once well receiv'd, take the "mY 
Priviledge to'plague a Woman with their Love ever _ 
After ; | ſhall obey you, Madam, though I do my ſelf g 7 
Some violence. [ He: offers to go, and Loveit pulls bim backs. 3 


Lov, Come back, you ſha? not go. Fo 
Cou'd yourhave the ill Nature to offer it ? E- 
Dor. When Love grows diſeas'd, the beſt thing we can do,, 
Is to put it to a violent Death ; I cannot endure. 
The Forture of a lingring and 
Conſumptive Paſſion. 
Lov. Can you think mine ſickly ? 
Dor. Oh! ris deſperately ill ! what worſe Symptoms: 
Are there, than your being always uneafie when 
Eviſit you z your picking Quarrels with me on og "9" 
Slight Occaſions, and in my Abſence kiadly liſting, _ + | Ry”. 
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Lov. What faſhionable Fool can you lay to my charge ? ' 
Dor. Why, the very Cock-fool of all thoſe Fools, ng 
Sir Fopling Flutter, 
Lov, I never ſaw hirg in my Life, but once. 
Dor, The worſe Woman you, at firſt f ght to put on 
All your Charms, to entertain him with that Softneſs 
In your Voice, and all that wanton Kindneſs in your 
Eyes, you ſo notorioully aftet, when you delign 
A Conquelt, | 
Lov. So damn?*d a Lye did Malice never yet invent; 
Who told you this ? 
Dor, No matter, That ever I ſhou'd love a Woman that 
Can doat on a ſenſeleſs Caper, a Tawdry French Ribband, 
And a Formal Cravar, 
Lev. You make me mad, 
Dor. A guilty Conſtience may do much, 
Go on, be the Game Miltreſs of the Town, 
And enter all our young Fops, as oa as they 
Come from Travail, 
Lov, Baſe and Scurrilous ! 
Dor. A fine mortifying Reputation 'twill be for 
A Woman of your Pride, Wit, and Quality ! 
Low. This Jealouſie's a meer Pretence, a curſed Trick 
Of your own deviſing ; I know you. 
Dor. Believe tt, and all the ill of me you can ; I wou'd 
Not have a Woman have the leaſt good Thought 
Of me, that can think well of # opting ; farewel, 
Fall to, and much good may do you with your Coxcomb. 
Lov. Stay, oh ſtay, and I will tell you all. 
Dor. | have been told too much already. LEx, Dorimant. 
Lov. Call him again, 
Pert, E'en let him go, a fair riddance. 
Lov. Run, 1 ſay, call him again, 1 will have him call'd; 
Pert. The Devil ſhou'd carry him away firſt, 
Were it my Concern. LEx, Pert. 
Bell. He'as trighted me from the very thoughts of 
Loving Men ; for Heav?ns lake, my Dear, 
Do not diſcover what 1 told you ; | dread his Tongue, 
As much as you ought to have done his Friendſhup, LEnter Pert. 
Pert. He's gone, Madam. 
Zov. Lightning blaſt him. 
Pert. When | told him you deſired him to come back, 
He ſmil'd, made a mouth at me, fivng 1 into his 
Coach, and ſaid------- 
Lov. What did he ſay ? 
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Lov. Wov'd 1 _ a Contratt to be a Witch, 4 

When firſt | entertain'd this greater Devil, "=; 

Monſter, Barbarian ; I could tear my ſelf in pieces. _ 

Revenge, nothing but Revenge can eaſe me ; Plagu 

War, Famine, Fire ; all that can bring univerſal Ruin 

And Miſery on Mankind, with Joy Fd periſh, 

To have you in my power but this Moment. ' LEx. Loveit. 
Pert. Follow, Madam, leave her not in this outragjous Paſſion. | 


CPert gathers up the things, 


A 


Bell, WP as given me the proof which I deſired of 
His Love, bt 'tis a Proof of his1ll Nature too ; 
I wiſh I had not ſeen him uſe her io : 
I /agh to think,” That Dorimant may be, * 
One day as faithleſs and unkind to me. [Excunt, 
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ACT ily 
SCENE Laxy Woodvills Lodgings. 


Enter Harriet, and Buſy ber Woman. 


Buſy. Ear Madam ! 
Let me ſet that Curl in order. 
Har. Let me alone, 1 will ſhake *em all out of order. * 
Buſy. Will you never leave this Wildneſs ? 
Har. Torment me not. 
Buſy. Look ! there's a Knot falling off, 
Har. Let it drop.. | ® 
Buſy. But one Pin, dear Madam, . 
Har. How do1 daily ſuffer under thy officjous Fingers ? | 
Buſy. Ah the difference that is between 
You and my Lady Dapper 2 How uneafie ſhe is 
If the leaſt thing be amiſs about her ? 
Har. She is indeed moſt exact ! nothing is ever wanting 
To-make her Uglineſs remarkable! 
Buſy. Jeering People ſay fo ! 
Har. Her poudering, painting, and her patching never fail in | T- 
Publick to draw the Tongues and Eyes of all the Men upon her. 33.7 
Buſy. She is indeed a little too pretendiag, | PR 
Har. That Women ſhou'd ſet up for Beauty as much in ſpite . | 
Of Nature, as ſome Men have done. for Wit. 
Buſy. 1 hope without Offence one may endeavour 
To make ones ſelf agreeable, < 


Har. Not, when 'tis impoſſible, Womeg then I 
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Ought to be n& more fond of dreſſing, than Fools 
Shov'd be of talking; Hoods and Modeſty, 

Maſques and Silence, things that ſhadow and conceal ; 
They ſhou'd think of nothing elſe. 

Buſy. Jeſu ! Madam, what will your Mother think is 
Become of you ? For Heav*ns ſake go in again. 

Har. I won't ! 

Buſy. T his is the extravagant'ft thing that ever 
You did in your Life, to leave her and a Gentleman 
Who is to be your Husband. 

Har. My Husband ! 


Haſt thou fo little Wit to think I ſpoke what*I meant 


When [ over-joy'd her in the Country, with a low Courtſy, 
And what you pleaſe, Madam, I ſhall ever be obedieat, 

Buſy. Nay, | know not, you have ſo many fttches. 

Har. And this was one, to get her up to London ! 
Nothing elſe, I aſſyge thee. 

Buſy. Well, the Man, in my mind, is a fine Man ! 

Har. The Man indeed wears his Cloaths faſhionably, and . 
Has a pretty negligent way with him, very courtly, 

And much alfetcd ; he bows, and talks, and fmules 
So agreeably as he thinks, 

Buſy. 1 never ſaw any thing ſo gentile ! 

Har. Varniſh'd over with good Breeding, many 
A Blockhead' makes a tolerable Show. 

Buſy. 1 wonder you do not like him. 

Har. I think I might be brought to endure him, and that is 
All a reaſonable Woman ſhould expect in a Husband, bur 
There 15 Duty I the caſe-----and like the haughty Merab, I 

Find much- averſ1on in my ſtubborn mind, 
Which ts bred by being promis'd and deſign'd. 

Buſy. 1 wiſh you do not deſign your own Ruine ! I partly 
Gueſs your Inclinations, Madam------ that Mr. Dorimant------ 

Har. Leave your prating, and fing ſome fooliſh Song or other, 

Buſy. 1 will ; the Song you love ſo well ever ſince 
You ſaw Mr, Dor:mant. 

SONG, 


When firſt Amintas chgrm'd my Heart, 
My beedleſs Sheep began to ftray ; 
The Wolves ſoon ſtole the greateſt Part, 

And all will now be made a Prey. 


Ab, let not Love your Thoughts poſſeſs, 
*Ts fatal to a Shepherdeſs ;, 

The dang'rous Pajjion you muſt ſhun, 
Or elſe, like me, be quite unaone, 
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Har. Shall 1 be paid down by-a covetons Parent for a Purchite? © 
Lb «otra no, FIl lay my ſelf* out all in Love. . 
T1S =<aco_— 


Y. Bell. What generous I 
Reſolution are you making, Madam ? ' = 

Har. Only to be diſobedient, Sir. Y 

Y. Bell: Let me join hands with you in that=— 

Har. With all my Heart , I never thought I ſhould have 
Glven you mine ſo willingly, Here, I Harriet —— 

Y. Bell, Ard I Harry — LY 

Har. Do ſolemaly prottsſt—— 

Y. Bell. And vow —— 

Hay, That I with you------ wo 

'Y. Bell. And I with, you----- 

Both, Will never Marry--o=-- | .* 

Har. A match ! <4 

Y. Bell. And no match ! | 
How do you like this Indifference now ? 

Har. You expett I ſhould take it ill I ſee! 

Y. Bell. *Tis not unnatural for young Women to be a little 
Angry, you miſs a Conqueſt, though you wou'd ſlight the 
Poor Man, were he in your power. 

Har. There are ſome, it may be, have an Eye like Bart lomew, 
Big enough for the whole Fair, but I am not of the . * L 
Number, and you may keep your Ginger-bread, | 
"Twill be more acceptable to the Lady, __ 

Whoſe dear Image it wears, Sir. '-oY 
Y. Bell. I muſt confeſs, Madam, you camea day after the Fair. OE 
Har. You own then you are in love 4 
Y. Bell, I do. 

Har. The Confidence is generous, and in return I could almoſt | 4 
Find in my heart toet you know my. [nclinations. - 4& 

Y. Bell. Are you in love ? | I 

Har, Yes, with this dear Town, to that = 
Degree, I can ſcarce endure, N | 
"The Country in Landskapes and in Hangings. 

Y. Bell, What a dreadful thing *twould be 
To be hurried back to Hampſhire ! 

Har. Ah--- name it not !------ 

* Y. ell. As for vs, I find we ſhall agree well enough ! wou'd 

We cov'd do ſomething to deceive the grave People 
Har. Could we delay their quick proceeding, 'twere well ; 

A Reprieve is a good ſtep towards the getting of a Pardon. 
Y. Bell. If we give over the Game, we are undone ! 

What think you.of playing it on booty ? 

Vhat do you mean ?' 


Enter Young Bellair. 
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* Y, Bell. Pretend to be in love with one another ! *twill make 
Some dilatory Excuſes, we may feign, paſs the better, 

Har. Let us do't, if it be but for the dear 
Pleaſure of diſſembling. 

Y. Bell, Can you play your part ? 

Har. I know not what it 1s to love ; but I have made 
Pretty Remarks by being now and then where Lovers meet. 
Where did you leave their Gravities ? 

Y. Bell, th? next Room ; your Mother was 
Cenſuring our modern Gallant. 


Enter Old Bellair, and Lady Woodvil. 
Har. Peace, here they come ; I'll tean againſt this Wall, 
_ And look baſhfully down upon my Fan, while 
You, like an Amorous Spark, modiſhly entertain me. . 
La. Wood. Never go about to excuſe *em, come, come ; 
* It was not ſo when I was a young Woman. 
Old Bel. A Dod, they're ſomething diſrepe&ful------ 
L. Wood. Quality was then conſider'd, 
And not rally'd by every flecring Fellow. 
O. Bell. Youth will have its Jeſt, a Dod it will. 
La. Wood. *Tis good breeding now to be civil to none but 
Players and Exchange Women, they are treated by *em as 
Much above their Condition, as others are below theirs, 
O. Bell. Out, a piſe on *em, talk no more, the 
Rogues ha? got an 111 habit of preferring Beauty, 
No matter where they find it. - 
La. Wood. See your Son, and my Daughter, they have 
Improv'd their Acquaintance fince<hey were within. 
O. Belt. A Dod, methinks they have 
Let's keep back and obſerve. | : 
Y. Bell, Now for a Look, and Geſtures that may perſwadegem 
I'm ſaying all the paſſionate things imaginable 
Har. Your Head a little more on one ſide, eaſe your ſelf 
On your left Leg, and play with your right Hand. - 
Y. Bell, Thus, is it not ? 
Har, Now ſet your right Leg firm on the ground ; 
Adjuſt your Belt, then look about you, 
. Y. Bell. A little exerciſing will make me perfe&. 
Har. Smile, and turn-to me again very ſparkiſh ! 
Y. Bell, Will you take your turn, and be inſtructed ? 
Har. With all my Heart. 
Y. Bell. At one motion play your Fan, roul your Eyes, 
And then ſettle a kind look upon me. 
Ai. So. 
Y. Bell. Now ſpread your Fan, look down upon it, 
And tell the Sticks with a Finger. 
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Har, Very modiſh. | 
Y. Bell, Clap your hand up to your boſom, 
Hold down your Gown ; 
Shrug a little, draw up your Breaſts, and let 'ern fall 
Again, gently, with a Sigh or two, @&c. 
Har. By the good inſtruftions you give, I ſuſpe& you for one 
Of thoſe malicious Obſervers, who watch peoples Eyes, 
And from innocent Looks, make ſcandalous Concluſions. 
Y. Bell. I know ſome, indeed, who out of meer Love 
To Miſchief, are as vigilant as Jealouſie it ſelf, 8. 
And will give you an account of every Glance ' —4 
That paſſes at a Play, and 7th? Circle ! 4 
Har. *Twill not be amiſs now to ſeem a little pleaſant. 4-8 
Y. Bell. Clap your Fan then in both your hands, ſnatch it * 
To your Mouth, ſmile, and with a lively motion, fling your 
Body a little forwards, So—— now ſpread it ;*fall back on . 
The ſudden ; Cover your Face with itz and break out 
Into a loud Lavghter-- take up ! look | "2 
Grave, and fall a fanning of your ſelf-------- | 
Admirably well ated. 
Har. 1 think I am pretty apt at theſe Matters ! 
O. Bell. A Dod, I like this well. | 
La. Wood. This promiſes ſomething. : 
O. Zell. Come ! thgre is Love in the caſe, a Dod, there is, 
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Or wilt be ; what ſay you, young Lady ? —_— 3 
Har. All in good time, Sir, you expe& we ſhould fall to, ; a 

And love as Game Cocks fight, as ſoon as we-are ſet > 

Together ; a Dod, -y* are unreaſonable ! w— 
O. Bell. A Dod, firrah, I'like thy Wit well. | [Enter a Servant. , "3 


Servant. The Coachis at the Door, Madam, 

O. Bell. Go, get you and take the Air together. 

La. Wood, Will not you go with us ? 

O. Belk, Out a piſe A Dod, I ha? buſineſs, and cannot. 
We ſhall meet at night at my Siſter Townley's, 


Y. Bell. He's going to' Emilia. CAfae. E. 
I over-heard him talk of a Collation. LExetint,  » 


Enter Lady Townley, Emilia, and Mr, Medley. 


L. Town. I pity the young Lovers, we laſt talk'd of, 
Though, to ſay truth, their Condud& has been ſo indiſcreet, ; 
They deſerve to be unfortunate. «44-5 
Þ: Med. Y*have had an exa®t account, from the great Lady » 

P th? Box, down to the little Orange-Wench. - : RE. 2 
Emil. Yare a living Libel, a.breathing Lampoong 
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I wonder you are not torn in pieces, 
Med. '\/ hat think you of ſetting up an Office of Intelligence, 
For th: Matters ? The Project may get Money, 
La. 76n4, You will have great Dealings with Country Ladies. 
% Afcd, More than Muddiman has [Enter Beliinda. 
ES With ner Husbauds, | 
A La. 7 51, Bcliinaa, what has been become of you ! 
We have not ſecn you here of late 
With your Friend Mrs. Lovett. 
Belln, Dear Creature, I left her but now-'ſo fadly afflicted. 
La. Town. With her old Diſtemper, Jealouſki ! 
Med, Dorimant has plaid her ſome new Prank. 
E- Bellin. Well, that Dorimant is certainly the worſt 
TE” Man breathing, 
-® Emil. I once thought &. 
[8 Bell. And do you not think fo ſtill ? 
Emil. No, indeed ! , 
Bell. Oh Jeſu ! | 
be” Emil. The Town does him a great deal of Injury ; and 
K I will never believe what it lays of a Man I do ; 
oy Not know, again, for his ſake ! ; 
Bell. You make me wonder ! 
La. Town, He's a very well-bred Man. 
Bell. But ſtrangely ill-natur'd. 
Emil, Then he's a very witty Man / 
Bell. But a Man of no Principles. , 
Med, Your Man of Principles is a very fine thing indeed. 
| Bell, To be prefer d to Men of Parts by Women who have 
— Regard to their Reputation and Quiet, Well, were I minded 
To play the Fool, he ſhou'd be the laſt Man I'd think of, 
Ad. He has been the firſt in many Ladies Favours, 
Though you are ſo ſevere, Madam, 
La. Town, What he may be for a Lover 1 know not, 
But he's a very pleaſant Acquaintance, I am ſure. 
Bell. Had you ſeen him uſe Mrs. Loveit as I have done, 
You wou'd never endure him more--<---- | 
Emil. What, he has quarrell'd with her again ! 
Bell. Upon the ſlighteſt Occaſion ; 
He's jealous of Sir Fopling. ; 
La. Town, She never ſaw him in her Life, but 
Yeſterday, and that was here. 
, Emil. On my Conſcience ! he's the only Man in Town, 
4F That's her Averſion ; how horribly out of humour 
2, She was all the while he talk'd to her ! 
Bell. And ſome. body has wickedly told him——- 
Emil. Here he comes. Dc, CEnter Dorimant. 
4d. Dorimant ! you are luckily come to juſtibe. 
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Your ſelf-<<------ Here's a Lady=—— 
Bell, Has a word or two to fay to you 
From a diſconſolate Perſon, | 
Dor. You tender your Reputation too, much, I know, Madam, 
To whifper with me before this good ma 
Bell, To ſerve Mrs. Loveit, VII Rake a bold ventore, 
Dor. Here's Medley, the very Spirit of Scandal. 
Bell, No matter ! 
Emil. 'Tis ſomething you are unwilling to 
Hear, Mr. Dorimant. + ; | 
La. Town, Tell him, Bellinda, 'whether he will or no ! - 


JI 


Bell. Mrs. Love. | { Moud, © 

Dor. Softly, theſe.are Laan, you do not know em, , 

Bell. In a word, yave made me hate you, [To Dor. apart. © 
Which I thought you never could have done, * EY 


Dor, In obeying yoyr Commands. _ 
Bell. *T'was a cruel part you play'd ! how cou'd you at it ? 
Dor.. Nothing is cruel to a Man who cov'd kill himſelf 
To pleaſe you; remember Five a Clock to morrow Morning, 
* - Bell. I tremble when you name it. | 
Dor. Be ſure you come. | "of 
Bell, 1 ſha* not. my . = 
Dor. Swear you will. | | "> 
Bell. I dare not. 
Doy. Swear, I ſay. | 
Bell. By my Life ! by all the Happineſs ] hope for ==—— | 4 
Dory. You will, $4 


'Bell, I will. ; 
Dor. Kind. 1 
Bell. 1 am glad Pve ſworn, I vow, I think, I ſhould f 
Ha' fail'd you elſe. « 
Dor, Surpriſingly kind ! in what temper * - 


Did you leave Loveit ? 
Bell: Her Raving was prettily over, and ſhe to he 

In a brave way of- defying you, and all your Wor 

Where have you been ſince you wens from thence ? . 
Dor.-I look?®d in at the Play. > Pies 
Bell. 1 have promisd, and muſt return to her agen. G 
Dor. Perſwade her to walk in the Mail this Evening.. 
Bell. She hates the Place, and will not come. 
Dor. Do all you can to prevail with her. 

Bell. For what ſe | , . = 
Dor. Sir Fopling will be here anon, [11 prepare him TY 
To ſet upon her there before me. | 4-8 

Bell, You wig ng mines, but P11 do all you'll he? me:;. 
Dor. Tell ber plainly, *tis grown.Jo dulla 
IL can drudge On mo longer. ' * 728 TS 
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Emil. There are AfMlitions in Love, Mr. Dorimant. 
Dor. You Women make *em, who are commonly as 
Unreaſonable in that, as you are at Play ; without 
The Advantage be on your fide, a Man can never 
Quietly give over when he's weary ? © ©, 
Med. If you wou'd play without being obliged to 
Complaiſance, Dorimant,”you ſhould play in 
Publick places. , 
Dor. Ordinaries were a very good thing for that, 
But Gentlemen do not of late frequent *em ; MEA | 
The deep Play is now in private Houſes. [CBellmda offering to ſteal. away. 
La. Town, Bellinda, are you leaving; us ſo ſoon ? | 
Bell. I am to go to the Park with Mrs, Loveit, 
Madam------- | | 
La. Town, Phis Confidence will go nigh to ſpoil this © 
Young Creature. : 4x A, 
Med. *T will do her good, Madam, young Men who 
Are brought up under practiſing Lawyers, prove 
The abler Council, when they come to be calPd 
To the Bar themſelves-------- 
Dor. The Town has been very favourable to you 
This Afternoon, my Lady Townley, you uſe to have , 
' An Ambars's of Chairs and Coaches at your Door, ' 
An Uproar of Footmen in your Hall, and a Noiſe 
Of Fools above here. * ; | 
' La, Town. Indeed my Houſe is the general Rendeyouze, 
And, next to the Play-honſe, is the common 
Refuge of all the young idle People. : 
Emil. Company is a very. good thing, Madam, but L 
I wonder you do not love it alittle more choſen. | 
La. Town. *Tis good to have an univerſal Taſte, we 
Should love Wit, but for Variety, be able to divert 
Our ſelves with the Extravagancies of thoſe who want it. 
Med. Fools will make you laugh, 
Emil. For once or twice ; but a Repetition of their Folly, 
After a Viſit or two, grows tedious and unſufferable. 
La. Town, You are a little too delicate, Emilia, 
Enter a Page. 
Page. Sir Fopling Flutter, Madam, deſires to know 
If you are to be ſeen. - 
La. Town, Here's the freſheſt Fool in Town, and one 
Who has not cloy'd you yet. Page ! | 
Page. Madam ! 
La. Town, Deſire him to walk up. | | 
Dor. Do not you fall on him, Medley, and ſnub him, 
Sooth him. up in his Extravagance ! he will ſhew the better, 
. Ad, You know I have a natural Indulgence for Fools, * 
Jas ; _y bv, þ 
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And need not this Cantion, Sir! 
Enter Sir Fopling Flutter, with bis Page after bim. 

Sir Fop. Page ! wait without, 

Madam, I kiſs-your Hands, . 

I ſee yeſterday was nothing of Chance, 

The belles Aſſembles form themſelves here every day. 

Lady, your Servant 

Dorianant, let me embrace thee ; 

Without lying, I have not met with any of my 

Acquaintance, who retain ſo much of Paris as 

Thou doſt ; the very Air thou hadſt when the 

Marquiſe miſtook thee ”th* Tuilleries, and cry'd, 

Hey, Chevalier, and then begg'd thy Pardon. 

Dor. 1 would fain wear in Faſhion as long as I can, Sir ; 
*Tis a thing to be valu'd in Men as well as Bawbles. 

Sir Fop. Thou art-a Man of Wit, and underſtands 
The Town : prithee, let thee and I be intimate, * 
There ts no living without making ſom#:good 
Man the Confident of our Pleaſures. 

Dor, *Tis true ! but there is no Man ſo improper 
For ſuch a buſineſs as I am. 

Sir Fop. Prithee ! why haſt thou ſo modeſt an 
Opinion of thy ſelf ? A Bl 

Dor. Why firſt, I con'd never keep a Secret in my Life, 
And then there is no Charm fo infallibly makes me 
Fall in'love with a Woman, as my knowing a 
Friend loves her. I deal honeſtly with you, ; 

Sir Fop, Thy Humour's very > = or let me periſh, 

I knew a French Count ſo like thee. 

La. Town. Wit, I perceive, has more'power over you 
Than Beauty, Sir Fopling ; elſe you wow'd not have 
Let this Lady ſtand fo long negledted, 

Sir Fop. A thouſand Pardons, Madam, ſome - 
Civility's due of courſe upon the meeting a long abſent Friends 
The Eclat of ſo much Beauty, I confeſs, onght 
' Ovght to have charm'd me ſooner. 

Emil. The Brillain of ſo. mutch good Language, Sir, has much 
More Power than the little Beauty I can boalt. =* 

Sir Fop. 1 nev-r ſaw any thing prettier than this high 
Work on your Point D' Eſpargne TA 

Emil. *Tis not fo rich as Pont De Venire——- 

Sir Fop. Not altogether, butdooks cooler, and is more 
Proper for the Seaſon. Dormmant,\is-not that Medley ? 
Dor. The ſame, Sir. id 144T 


[To Emilia, 


[To La. Townley, 


OO 


[To Emilia, 
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- 40 The Man of Mode ; Or, 
”® © Any Mania Town, I hear. 
Med. By my own you would not gueſs it. 
Sir Fop. There are Criticks who do not write, Sir, 
Med. Our peeviſh Poets will ſcarce allow it. 
Sir Fop. Damn *em, they'll allow no Man wy 
Who docs not play the Fool like themſelves and fhey it ! 
Have you taken notice of the Galeſh I brought over ? | 
Med, © yes ! *t has quite another Air, than the Engliſh makes, 
Sir Fop. *Tis as calily known from an Engliſh Tumbril, 
As an Inas-of-Court-Man is from one of us. 
Dor. Truly there is a bell Air in Galeſhes as well as Men, 
Med, Burt there are few ſo delicate to obſerve it. 
Sir Fop, The World is generally very groſlier here indeed. 
La. Town, He's very fine. 
Emil, Extream proper. 
Sir Fop. A light Sute I made to appear in at my firſt Arnyal, 
Not worthy your Conſideration, Ladies. 
Dor, The Pantaloon is very well mounted. 
Sir Fop. The Taſlels are new and pretty. 
Med. I never ſaw a Coat better cut. 
Sir Fop. It makes me ſhow long-waſted, and, 1 think, ſlender. 
Dor. That's the Shape our Ladies doat on. 
Med. Your Breech though is a handful too high, in 
My Eye, Sir Fopling. | : 
Sir Fop. Peace, Medley, T have wiſh'd it lower a thouſand times, 
But a Pox ont, *twill not be. 
La. Twwn. His Gloves are well fring?d, large and graceful. 
Sir Fop. I was always eminent for being bien gante. 
Emil. He wears nothing but what are Originals of the 
Moſt famous Hands in Parts. 
Sir Fop, You arc in the right, Madam, 
La. Town, The Sute, 
Sir Fop. Barroy. 
Emil. The Gagniture. 
Sir Fop. Le Gras-=--o-o= 
Med. The Shooes! 
Sir Fop. Piccar ! 
Dor. "The Perriwig ! 
Sir Fop. Chedreux. 
Town, ard Emil, The Gloves ! 
Sir Fop. Orangerii! You know the Smell, Ladies ! 
Dorimant, 1 could find in my heart, tor an Amuſement, 
To have a Gallantry with ſome of our Engliſh Ladies. 
Dor. * Tis a thing ao Icis necc:lary to confirm the 
Reputation of your Wit, than a Duel will'be 
To fatisfhe the Towa of your Courage. 7 
Sir Fop. Here was a Woman yeſterday-»------- 
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Sir Fo. You. have nam'd her. 450, 
Dor. You cannot pitch-on a better for your purpoſe, n 
Sir Fop. Prithee ! what is ſhe ? © 51 | 3 
Dor, A Perſon of Quality, and one who has a reſt | > 4 
— = c_— make the Conqueſt conſiderable : 
des, 1 —_— wig _w_ —_ | 

Sir Fop. Me t ſhe ſeem” very reſerv' "oi 
And mods all the time I entertain'd & "7 G 342Y 
Der. Grimace and Aﬀecation : you will fee her " "- 
Pthe Mail to Night. 

Sir Fop. Prithee, let-thee and I take the Air together. 

Dor. | am engag'd to Medley, but Pl meet you at 
Saint James's, and give you ſome information, upon the .. 
Which you may regulate your Proceedings.” 

Sir Fop. All the World will be in the Park to Night : Ladies, 
*Twere Pity to keep ſo much Beauty longer withia Doors, 
And rob the Ring of all thoſe Charms 
That ſhould adorn it—— Hey, Page. 


' LEnter Page and:goes out again, 
See that all my People be ready. 2 hy andg a 1 


Dorimant, a Revoir. » 
Med. A fine mettI'd Coxcomb, "3 
Dor. Brisk and inſipid - 

Med. Fert and dull. | 
Emil. However you deſpiſe him, Gentlemen z PII lay my 

Life he paſſes for a Wit with many. £4 
Dor. That may very well be, Nature has her Cheats, ſtums 

A Brain, and puts ſophiſticate Dulneſs often,on the taſtleſs - "7 

Multitude for true Wit and-good Humour. is ? 

Medley , come. ; bh. 
Med. 1 muſt go a little way, I will meet you i'the Mail. | 
Dor. I'll walk through the Garden thither, at 

We ſhall meet anon, and bow, - - : | [To the Women, = 
La. Town. Not to Night ! -we are engag'd about a buſineſs, _ 

The Knowledge of which may make you laugh-hereafter. 3 

" Med, Your Servant, Ladies ”, 


. wn] 


Dor. A Revoir, as Sir Fopling fays------ -55Y 
” [Ex, Med. and Dor. Y, p 

La. Town. The Old Man will be here immediately. 4 Y 

Emil. Let's expe& him I'th* Gardenz---o E 

La. Town. Go, you are a Rogue. 

Emil, 1 can't abide you, d'* my 
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SCENE II. Th MATL. > 


Enter Harriet,” T, Bellair, ſhe pulling him. 
{) 


Hay. Come along. 
Y. Bell. And leave your Mother. ' | 
Har. Buſy will be ſent with a Hue and I! after us UEES : {4 
But that's no matter. « i ft "> 
Y:. Bell. *I'will look ſtrangely in me. | | ' 
Har. She'll believe it a Freak of mine, 
And never blame your Manners. 
Y. Bell, What Reverend Acquaintance is that ſhe has met ? 
Har, A Fellow-Beanty of the laſt wg s time, though by the 
Ruines you would hardly guels it. [Excunt, 
LEnter Dorimant and croſſes the Stage. 
. Enter T, Bellair and Harriet. 
Y. Bell, By this time your Mother is in a fine taking, 
Har. If your Friend, Mr. Dorimant, were but here now, 
That ſhe might find me ' talking with him. . 
Y. Bell. She does no# know him, but dreads him, I hear, 
Of all Mankind. 
Har. She concludes, if he does but ſpeak to a 
Woman, ſhe's undone ; is on her knees every day, 
To pray ' Heay'n defend me from him. 
Y. Bell. You do not apprehend him ſo much as ſhe does. 
Har. I never ſaw any thing in him that was frightful. 
Y. Bell. On the contrary, have you-not obſerved ſomething 
Extream delightful i in his Wit and-Perſon'? q 
Har. He's agreeable and pleaſant, I muſt own'; but he 
Does ſo much affe& being ſo, he diſpleaſes me, 
Y. Bell. Lord, Madam, all he does and ſays, 
Is ſo eaſie, and {o natural. 
Har. Some Mens Verſes ſeem ſo to the unskilful, 
But Labour i'the one, and AﬀeCtation the other, 
To the Judicious plainly appear. 
Y, Bell; I never heard him accus'd of Aﬀettation before. 
- Enter Dorimant, and ſtares upon ber. 
— "Has." It paſſes on the caſie Town, who are favourably 
= Pleas'd in him to call it Humour, Ex. T. Bell. and Har, 
\ Dor. *Tis ſhe! it muſt be ſhe ! that. lovely Hair, that 
Eafie Shape, thoſe wanton Eyes, and all thoſe melting 
Chirerns about her Mouth, which | Medley ſpoke of ; 
FI follow the Lottery, and put in for 
A Prize with my Friend Belldir, [ Ex. Dor. repeating. 


In Love the Vidors the Vanquiſh'd fly 
They fly that a wad alice ayer 
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Entor T, Bellair, fp oojek Fe RR ER, * nM wy 
at a "diſtance. P j ; hb He 

Y. Bell, Moſt People pete - Park to this Place. _ | 

#Har. It has the better Re "= I confeſs : "bur'l C4 1; 
Abominate the dull Diverſizns there the formal Bows, 1s 
2 The affected Smiles, the filly By-words, and | RE 
\ [ Amorous Tweers, in pafſing ; here one meets with | = 


A little Converſation now and then. 
Y. Bell. Theſe Converſations have been fatal . "_ 
To ſome of your Sex, Madam, © | J. 4-9 
| Har. It may beſo, becauſe ſome, who want Temper, 7," 
. Have been undone by Gaming, muſt others, who have it, 4,38 
Wholly deny themſelves the Pleaſure of Play ? | ee. 
«Dor. Truſt me, it were unreaſonable, Madam. TE "Wh 
[Corpin I bowing to Ko 
Har. Lord ! who' $ this 2 S and and looks grave; ”” | 
Y. Bell. Dorimant, t | 
Dor. Is this the Woman your Father would 4 . 12 
Have you marry ? F DE 
Y. Bell. It is. . - | 
Dor. Her Name ? Nv; eo $ 
Y; Beth Harrieh  =0_r(e | um - R—_ 
Dor.ul am not miſtaken, ſhe's handſome. W212 
Y. Bell, Talk to her, her Wit is better than her Face ; a 
We were wiſhing for you but now. ' 4 YEW 


Dor. Over-caſt with Seriouſneſs o'the ſudden ! [To Harriet. N 
A thouſand Smiles were ſhining in that Face but ifow ; ' 3, 19/1 P 


I never ſaw ſo quick a Change of Weather. 

Har. | feel as great a Change within ; 
But he ſhall never know it. 

Dir. You were talking of Play, Madam ; pray 
What may be your ſtint * 

Har. A little harmleſs Diſcourſe in publick Walks, 


Or at moſt an Appointment in a Box bare-fac'd 543 
At the Play-houſe ; you are for Masks, and 4&2 
' Private Meetings 4 "where Women engage »7r Lal: 
For all they are worth, | hear. 64nd 


Dor. | have been us'd to deep Play, but I can Lak one 21 4438 
At ſmall Game, when I like my Gameſter well. 4.49. 4: & 
Har. And be ſo unconcern'd, you'll ha*-no Pleaſure in't. 

Dor. Where there is a-conliderable Summ to be won, the 

Hope of drawing People in, makes every Trifle conſiderable. 
Har. The Sordidneſs of Mens Natures, I know, makes 'em —=+ + 8 

. Willing to flatter and comply with the Rich, though they _—_ 
Are ſure never to be the better for em, = 
md a fe SEE... het ED 
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Not but at ſome time or cther they ſhay be willing. 
Har. To Men who have far*d in this Town like you, 


| *Twould be a great Mortification to live on Hope ; 


Could you keep a Lent for a Miſtreſs ? 
Dor. In Expe&tation of a happy Eafter, and though time 
Be very precious, think forty Days well loſt, 
To gain your Favour. 
Har, Mr. Bellair, let us walk, *tis time to leave him : 


£ © Men grow dull, when they begin to be particular. 


* Dor, Y'are miſtaken ; Flattery will not enſue, though, I know, : 


4  Yare greedy of the Praiſes of the whol@Mail. 


Har, You do me wrong. 
Doy. 1 do not : as I follow%d you, I obſerv'd how you . 
Were pleagd when the Fops cry*d, ſhe's handſome, very * - 


Handſome, by God the is, and whiſper'd aloud your Name ; 


2 ” The thonfand ſeveral Forms you put your Face into ; then, 


To make your ſelf more agreeable, how wantonly you play'd 
With your Head, flung back your Locks, and. look*d ſmilingly 
Over your Shoulder at em. 
Har. I do not go begging the Mens, as you do 
The Ladies Good Liking, with a fly Softneſs in . 
Your Looks, and a gentle Slowneſsgn your Bows, 
As you paſs'd by *em—— as thus, Sir [Ads bim, 
Is not this like you ? e 
Enter Lady Woodvil and Buſy. 
Y. Bell. Your Mother, Madam. [Pulls Har. ſhe compoſes ber ſelf. 
La. Wood, Ah, my dear Child, Harriet ! 
Buſy. Now is ſhe ſo pleas'd with finding her agen, LN 
She cannot chide her, . | 
La. Wood. Come away ! 
Dor. *Tis now but high Mail, Madam, the moſt entertaining ' 


- Time of all the Evening, 


Har. 1 would fain ſee that Dorimant, Mother, 


: You fo cry out of for a Monſter ; 


He's in the Mail, I hear. 
La. Wood. Come away then ! the Plague is here, 
And you ſhould dread the InfeQtion. 
Y. Bell. You may be miſ-inferm'd of the Gentleman, 
La. Wood. Oh no ! F hope you do notknow him. 
He is the Prince of all the Devils in the Town, 
Delights in nothing but in Rapes and Riots. 
Dor. If you did but hear him ſpeak, Madam. 
La. Wood. Oh ! he has a Tongue, they ſay, 
Would tempt the Angels to a ſecond Fall. 
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Enter Sir Fopling with bis Equipage, ſix _Foot-Men, 
"TINO _ : PEER | 
Sir Fop. Hey, Champane, 'La Roſe, La Fleur 
La Tour, La Verdure. Dorimant ——_ y : 
La. Wood. Here, here he is among this Rout, he 
| Names him ; come away, Harriet, gry 
XL . | | ; La. Wood, Har. Buſy, and T, Bell. 
4 * Dor. This FooPs coming has ſpoil'd all ; ſhe's gone, nc 
FJ T0 BY 226208 © lating Whage 4 her ſelf 
Behind, that wanders in my Soul — 


- 
4 


It muſt not ſettle there. : AF 

Sir Fop. What Reſverie is this? $ Man. | x3 

Dor. Snatch from my ſelf bow far behind, 5 

; Already I bebold the Shore. —_ 
Enter Medley. -» 

AMed, Dormant, a Diſcovery ! I met with Bellair.. a 

Dor. You can tell me no News, Sir,*l know all. | YN 


Med. How do you like the Daughter ? 
Dor. You never came fo near Truth. in your Life, : 
As you Qid in her Deſcription, WE 
Med. What think you of thegMother ? | » 
Dor. Whatever I think of her, ſhe thinks BE 
Very well of me, I find. TIDE 
Med, Did ſhe know you ? ; 
Dor. She did not, whether ſhe does iow or no, I know not.. 
Here was a plerſant Scene towards, when in came 
Sir Fopliag, muſtcring up his Equipage, and at the 
Latter End nam'd me, and frighted her away. 
Med. Leveit and®Bellinda are not far of, 
I ſaw *em alight at St. James's, 
Dor. Sir Fopling, hark you, a word or two ; (Whiſpers... - 
Look you do not want Aſſurance. - 
Sir Fop. I never do on theſe Occaſions, a _—_ 
Dor. Walk on, -we muſt not be ſeen together * . $I 
Make your Advantage of what I have told you, \#*-. 208 
The next turn you will meet the Lady. Z 
Sir Fop, Hey—— Follow me all, LEx. Sir Fop. and bis Equipage. 
Dor. Medley, you ſhall ſee good Sport anon, 
Between Loveit and this Fopling. 
Med. 1 thought there was ſomething toward by that Whiſper. 
Dor. You know a worthy Prifciple of hers ? _ . 
Med. Not to. be fo much as civil to a Man, who ſpeaks to her — 
In the preſence of him ſhe profeſles to love. n Ia 
Dor. I have encouraged Fopling to talk to her to Night.. . »- ea 
Med. Now you are | "the will go righ-to beat him; WT 
Der. In the Humour ſhe's in, her Loye will, make. her dv ſome: 
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Med.W hat was Bellmda's buſineſs with youp gntqo Tow 1. 
Eclerciſment ; I made ſome difficulty-ef-it;-and have prepar'd- ' ' ' 
.Dor., I'll meet hec; ahd'provoke her wth a deal of dumb _ : -) | 
See ow unregarded now, 1 
Pert. He's always over-mannerly, when 
A ſtrange deſpiſing Countenance. | MR i7 "INA"> e920 
Lov. | would have did firſt ; he ſhall no more find' 
Lov. No. 4 
You hale me to this odious place, Beltinda ? - 
Lov. Would we could meet Sir: Fopling tow a | 
Bell. That wonld confirm Dorimant's Suſpicion, my Dear, 
Bell. alide.] If ſhe ſhovild make him jealous, that may make 
Lov. *T'will make him uncatic tliovgh he does not care 
F » Bell. Tis a fantailick Remedy, its Operations are | 
It often briags it back when there's no ſign of Life remaining : 


o— FPS oo ly © 
46 
At my Lady Townley's ? 
This Rancounter, to make good my Jealoulie. | . l 
Civility 1a peſling by, then tuxre ſhort, 2:6 de behind 
That piece of Beauty paſſes ——— | I 3h CEx, Dor. ond Med 
He has done a Miſchief, jade ob heal 1 w w 
Pert. The unlucky Look he thinks becomes him. - 0 
b. The loving Fool he has done. | 
Pert. I wiſh you did not. a 
Bell. I hate to be hulch*d upin a Coach 3 
Bell, Lord ! would you not avoid him?” - k 
Lov. He is not jealous ; but I will make him fo, and be 
Him fond of her again : I muſt diſfwade her from it. 
For me ; I know the Effects of Jealouſte on Men 
Dangerous and uncertain. 
But l deſign not fo much the reviving his, as my Rr. 


Very extravagant thing, doubtleſs, 
Dory. To get me to meet Lbvcit here, ig order to.an' 1-45 
Med, Here they come ! ['Bkvter Lov: Bellind. and Pert,/i T 
Her when Sir Fopling ſets (pon her —* * T | 
Bell. How wonderful reſpe&tful he bow'd ! þ 
Bell, Methoughts indeed at the fame time, he had | 
Bell, ] was afraid you would have ſpoken to hitn, - 0 - 
Bell, You love him ſtill ! Y 4's | 
Lov. I do not, and4 will have you think ſo : What made 
Walking is much better. , 
Lov.. I would make him all the Advances that may be. 
Reveng'd a way he little thinks on. 
Lord, my Dear, this will certainly make him hate you. 
Of his proud Temper. 
Lov. *T is the ſtrongeſt Cordial we can give to dying Love, 
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Time 1 ſaw you-there, 


al 
6-4 hk TE 
oy 


ca Wrote 


Sir Fop, Hey ! bid the Coach- 


end home- hogs. 


Horſes, and bring the Coachito White-Hall « PIC walk 
Over the Park------ Madam, the Honour of kiſſing your 
Fair Hands, is a Happineſs I miſs'd this Afternoon 
At my Lady Townley's. 

Lov. You were very obliging, Sir Fopling, the laſt 


Sir Fop. The Preference was dune to your Wit and Beauty. 
Madam, your Servaut, there never was-ſo ſweet an Evening. 9a 
Bell. ”T has drawn all the Rabble in-the Town hither. 
Sir Fop. *Tis,pity theres not an Order made, That none but : 
The Beau Monde ſhould walk here. "15G | 402 Alh 
Lov. *Twould add much to the Beatty of. the Place... (ts; 1 
See a a ſort of naſty Fellows are. coming. ::; 
LEnter forer ill-faſhiowd Fellows, "gies, 
"Tis not for Kiſſes alone, CC, 
Lov. Fo ! their Perriwigs are:{cented _ 
Tobacco ſo ſtrong-------; 
Sir Fop. It overcomes cr Pulyilip-ooe-e-. pl 2 
Methinks I ſmell. the Coffee-houſe!they come from. 
« Man. Dorimant's convenient, Madam Loveit..; 
2 Man. | like the oily------- Buttock with her. 
3 Man, What ſpruce Priggis that? -- 
1 Man. A Cm lately come fram Paris 
2 Man. Peace, they ſmoak. 
There's Jung elje to Le done, Ae -[4# of them Coughing. 
DN ATR Ic! 4. \ 121! Ex Soging,” 
Enter Dorimant cd Medley. 1 
Dor. They're ingag'd------- | ! 
Med, She entertains him; as if ſhe -lik*d him. " i 
Dor, Let us go forward------ ſeem earneſt in Diſcourſe, and. -_ + my 
Shew our ſelves. Then you ſhall ſee how ſhe'll uſe him. *þ 
Bell. Yonder's Dorimant; my Dear, y & - in 
Lov, 1 ſee him, he comes inſulting ; but I will diſappoint F —_ 
Him in his Expectation. EY [x4/ide., 4" 
| like this pretty nice Humour of yours, Sir Fopling : CT Sir Fopling, ; 
With what a loathing Eye he look'd upon-thoſe Fellows ! | - 
Sir Fop. | ſat near one of 'em at a Play to day, and was almoſt | a 
Poiſon'd with a pair of Cordivant Gloves he wears---<— -. /; \* <3 
Lov. Oh ! filthy Cerdivant, - © & 
How I hate the Smell ! _ [Laughs in a loud affeted ". 
Sir Fop. Did: you obſerve{ Madam, how!their Crevats 
b looſe an Inch from their -Neck,/.and what 4 "; 
l Air & gave em. 2: 4 OL 0M 
Lov. Oh, | agate wee ging. BATES co C98 
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E-48 be Man'of Mode; Or, 
bY Spruc'd up with a deal of dirty Sky-colour'd Ribband. 
Bell. That's one of 'the walking Flajolets, - 
Who haunt the Mail 0' Nights — 
Lov. Oh ! I remember him ! H'has a hollow Tooth, 
Enough to ſ50il the Sweetneſs of an Evening, 
Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the Streets, 
With a dainty pair of Boxes, neatly buckVd on. 
Lov. And a little Foot-boy at his Heels, Pocket-high, 
With a flat Cap -— a dirty Face 
Sir Fop. And a ſnotty Noſe------- | 
Lov. -Oh--- odious ! there's many of my own Sex with 
That Holborn-Equipage trigg to Grays-Im-Walks; 
And now and then travail hither on a Sunday. . 
Med. She takes no notice of you. ps 2” TY 
Dor. Damn her ! I am jealous of a Counter-plot ! 
Lov. Your Liveries are the fineſt, Sir Fopling------ 
Oh that Page ! that Page is the prettilyſt dreſt----- 
They are all French-Men. 
Sir Fop. There's one damn'd Engliſh Blockhead 
Among *em, you may know him by his Mein. - 
Lov. Oh! that's he, that's he 3 -what do you call him ? 
7 Sir Fop. Hey---- | know not what to call him-------- 
Lov. What's your Name ? 
Footm. Jobn Trott, Madam ! 
Sir Fop. O unſufferable ! Trott, Trott, Trott ! there's 
Nothing ſo barbarous, as the Names of our Engliſh Servants. 
What Country- Man are you, Sirrah ? | 
Footm, Hampſhire, Sir. (Is go 


£ \ 


Sir Fop. Then Hampſhire be your Name. Hey, Hampſhire. 
Lov. Oh, That Sound, that Sound becomes the 
Mouth of a Man of Quality ! 
Med. Dorimant, you look a little baſhful on the matter ! 
Dor, She diſſembles better than I thought 
She could have done. 
Med. You have tempted her with too luſcious a Bait. 
She bites at the Coxcomb. 
« Dor. She cannot fall from loving me to that ? ho 
ed. You begin to be jealous in earneſt, 
Dur. Of one I do not love---+»-- 
Med. You did love her. 
Dor. The Fir has long been over------ 
Med. But | have known Mey, fall into dangerous Relapſes, 
Whea they have found a 'Voman inclining to another. | 
Dor. He gueſſes the Secret of my Heart ! I am concern'd, 
But dare not ſhow it, leſt Belinda ſhould miſtruſt * 
All L have done to gain her, Be - [To bimſelf. 
Bell. aude.J 1 have watch'd his Looks, and find no 
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Alteration there. ' Did he love her, ſome ſigns of 
Jealouſie would have appear'd ? _ | 
Dory. I hope this nappy Evening, Madam, has 
Reconcild you to the ſcandalous Mail, we . 
Shall have you now hankering here agen 
Lov. Sir Fopling, will you walk ? — 
Sir Fop. I am all Obedience, Madam 
Lov. Come along then and let's agree to be 
Malicious on all the ill-faſhion'd things we meet. 
Sir Fop. We'll make a Critick on the 
Whole Mail, Madam- 
Lov. Bellinda, You ſhall engage——— 
Bell. To the Reſerve of our Friends, my Dear. 
Lov. No! No Exceptions— 
Sir Fop. We'll ſacrifice all to our Diverſion 
Lov. All All 
Sir Fop. All. aq 
Bell. All then let it be. _y bing 
CEx. Sir Fopling, Loveit, Belli «4d Pert, laught 
AMed, Would you had brought a more of your AJ i "0 
Friends, Dorimant, to have been witneſſes of 
Sir Fopling*s Diſgrace, and your Triumph——— 
Dor. *T were unreaſonable to deſire you not to 
Laugh at me ; but pray do not expoſe me 
To the Town this day or two. 
Med. By that time you hope to have regain'd your Credit. 
Dor. I know ſhe hates Fopling, and only makas uſe of 
Him in hope to work me on agen; had it not been 
For ſome powerful Conſiderations, which will be 
Remov'd to morrow morning, I had made her pluck of 
This Mask, and ſhew the Paſlion that lies 
Panting under, 


Enter a Footman. 
Med, Here comes a Man from 2ellair, with News of 
Your laſt Adventure: 
Dor. 1 am glad he ſent him. I long to know 
The conſequence of our Parting, 
Footm. Sir, my Maſter deſires you to come to my 
Lady Townley's preſently, and bring Mr, Medley with you, 
My Lady Woodvil and her Daughter are there. - 
Med. Then all's well, Dorimant 
Footm, They have ſent for the Fiddles, and 
Mean to dance ! He bid me tell you, Sir, the 
Old Lady does not know you, and would have 
You own your ſelf to be Mr. Courtage. They 
Are all prepar'd to receive you by that Name. 
Der. That foppiſh Admurer of oF who flatters the _ _ 
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Very Meat at honourable Tables, and never offers Love 
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To a Woman below a Lady Grand-Mother. 
. Med. You know the CharaQter you are to act, I ſce! 
Dor, This is Harrict's Contrivance------ 
Wild, witty, loveſome, beautiful and young------- 
Come along, Medley------- 
Med, This new Woman would well ſupply the Loſs of Lover. 
Do?. That Bulineſs mult not end ſo; before to morrow 
Sun 1s ſet, I will revenge and clear it. 
Avid you and Loveit to ber Coſt ſhall find, ; 
I fathom «il the depths of Womankind, *» LExecunt. 


on Be a: © 


The SCENE opens with the Fiddles playing 
a Country-Dance. 


Enter Dorimant, Za. Woodvil, Young Bellair, and Ars. Harrict, Old Bellair, 
and Emilia, Mr. Medley and L, Townley ; as having juſt ended the Dance, 


O. Bell. C ©, ſo, fo ! a ſmart Bout, a very ſmart Bout, a Dod ! 
| La. Town, How do you like Emilia's 
Dancing, Brother ? 
O. Bell. Not at all, not at all, 
La. Town. You ſpcak not what you think, I am ſure. 
O Bell. No matter for that ; go, bid her dance no more, 
It don't become her, it don't become her ; 
Tell her I fay ſo; 
A Dod, L love het. : [1d 
Dor. All People mingle now a-days, [To La, Woodvi! 
Madam, And in publick Places Women of Quality, 
Have the leaſt Reſpect ſhow'd *em. 
La. Wood. I proteit you ſay the Truth, Mr. Conurtage, 
Dor. Forms and Ceremonies, the only things that 


Uptold Quality and Greatneſs, aremow ſhamefully 


Laid aſide and neglected, 
La. Mood, Well ! this is not the Womens Age, let *em 
Think what they will, Lewdneſs is the Bulineſs now, 
Love was the Bulineſs in my time, 
Dor. The Women indeed are little beholden to the young 
Men of this Age, they're generally only dull Admirers 
Of themſelves, and make their Court to nothing but their 
Perriwigs and their Crevats, and would be more 
Concern'd for the diſordering of em, tho' on a good. 
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Occaſion, than a young Maid would be for the tumbling 

Of her Head or Handkercher, 

La. (ood. I proteſt you hit 'em, 

Dor. They are very afliduous to ſhew themſelves at Court 
Well dreſsd to the Women of Quality, but their bugneſs n 
Is with the ſtale Miſtreſſes of the Town, who are 4 
Prepar*d to recelve thezr lazy Addreſſes by induſtrious , 
Old Lovers, who caſt *em off, and made %em eaſy. 

- Har. He fits my Mother's Humour ſo well, a little more and 
She'll dance a kiſſing Dance with him anon. | 

Med, Dutifully obſerv'd, Madam. 

Dor. They pretend to be great Criticks in Beauty, by their 
Talk you would think they lik'd no Face, and yet can 
Doat on an ill one, if it belongs to a Landreſfs or a Taylor's 
Daughter : they cry, a Woman's paſt her Prime at 20, 

Decay'd at 24, and unſufferable at 30. | : 

La. Wood, Unſufterable at zo! That they are in the wrong, 

Mr. Courtage, at five and thirty there are living Proofs 
Enough to convince 'em, 

Dor. Ay, Madam ! there's Mrs. Setlooks, Mrs. Droplip, 

And my Lady Lowd ! ſkew me among all our opening nt 
Bufs, a Face that promiſes ſo much Beauty as "x. 
The Remains of theirs, *uY 

La. Wood. The deprav'd Appetite of this vicious Age, 
Taſtes nothing but green Fruit, and loaths it when 
*Tis kindly ripen'd. 

Dor. Eliſe ſo many deſerving Women, Madam, would 
Not be ſo urtimely neglected, 

La. ood. | proteſt, Mr. Courtage, a dozen ſuch good Men 
As you would he enough to atone for that wicked Dorimant, 
And all the Under Debauches of the Town. jk 
W hat's the matter there ? «3 

CHar. Emil. YT. Bell. Med. Za. Town. break out into 4 Laughter, +3 

Med. A pleaſant miſtake, Madam, that a Lady . "3 
Has made, occations a little Laughter, 

O. Bell, Come, come, you keep 'em idle !  - 
They are impatient till the Fiddles play agen, x 

Dor. You are not weary, Madam 1. 

La, Wood. One Dance more / 

I cannot refuſe you, Mr. Courtage, [They dance. 

Emil, You are very ative, Sir. .Y 

[After the Dance, O. Bellair, ſinging and dancing up to Emilia. - 

O. Bell, A Dod, Sirrah ; when I was a young "3 
Fellow, I could ha” caper*d up to my 
Woman's Gorget. , | WW 

Dor. You are + pow. reſt your ſelf, Madam ——-— ' +. 

La. Town, Well walk into my gaapoed and fit, down; , : 
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Med, Leave us Mr, Courtage, he's a Dancer, and the . 
Young Ladiez :re 50t weary yet. 

La, Woo. Veil fend him out agen.. 

Z Har. it you 60 n2t quickly, know 

E- Wher: to fend fur Mr. Dorimant. 

La, 99d, Vis Girl's Head, Mr. Courtage, 1s ever: 
Running or that wild Fellow, : | 
IJ Dor. *Tis well you have gotten her a good Husband, 

6 MaCam, that will ſcctle ir. CEx. La. Town. Wood, and Dor. 

3 O. Bell. to Enul.} A Dod, Sweet-heart, be advigd, and do 

Not throw thy ſelf away upon a young idle Fellow. 

Emil. I have no ſuch Intention, Sir. 

O. Bell. Have a little patience ! Thou ſhalt have the Man 
T ſpake of, A Dod, he loves thee, and will make a good. 

Husband, but no words | 
Emil. But, Sir 
©. Bell. No Anſwer-— out a pize! peace! and think on't: 

| Enter Dorimant. 

Doy. Your Company is deſired within, Sir. 

O. Zell. I go! I go! good Mr. Courtage—— fare you well ! 


Eo ! 1'Il ſee you no more, [To Emil, 
Emil. What have I done; Sir ? 
O. Bell. You are ugly. you are vgly ! 
E ſhe not, Mr. Courtage ? 
Emil. Better words, or I ſha*nt abide you. 
O. Bell, Out a pize—— a Dod, what does ſhe ſay ? 
Hit her a pat for me there. LCEx, Old Bell. 
Med, You have Charms for the whole Family. 
Dor. You'll ſpoil all with ſome unſeaſonable Jeſt, Aﬀedley. 
Med, You ſee I confifie my Tongue, and am content to be 
A ' A bare Spectator, much contrary to my Nature. 
{4 Emil. Methinks, Mr. Dor:mant, my Lady Woodvi! 
== Is a little fond of you. 
Dor. Would her Davghter were. 
Med. It may be you may find her ſo ! try her, 
You have-an Opportunity. 

Dor. And I will not loſe it ! Belair, here's 
A Lady has ſomething to ſay to you. 

Y. Bell. I wait upon her. Mr, Afcdley, we have both 
Buſineſs with you. 

Dor. Get you all together then. . 
That demure Curt'ſy 15 not amiſs in jeſt, | [To Hgtriet, 
But do not think in earneſt it becomes you, ; 

Har.. Aﬀe@ation is catching, I find ; from your 
Grave Bow I got it. | 

Dor. Where had you all that Scorm 
And Coldneſs int your Look 2. 
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Har. From Nature, Sir, pardon my want of Art : 
T have not learn'd thoſe Softneſles and Languiſhings, 
Which now 1n Faces are ſo much in faſhion. 

Dor. You need 'em not, you have a Sweetneſs of your own, 
If yor wonld but calm your Frowns and let it ſettle, 

Har, My Eyes are wild and: wandring like my- Paſſions, 
And cannot yet be ty'd to Rules of Charming. 

Dor. Women indeed have commonly a method of 
Managing thoſe Meſſengers of -Love now they 
Look as if they would kill, and anon they 
Will look as if they were dying : They point and rebate” 
Their Glances, the better to invite us, . 

Har. | like this Variety well enough, but hate the ſet. Face 
That always looks as it would ſay come love me. 

A Woman, who at Plays makes the Deux yeux to a 
Whole Audience, and at home cannot forbear "em. 
To- her Monkey. | 0 

Dor. Put on a gentle Smile,-and let me ſee how well 
It will become you. 

Hay. 1 am-forry my Face does not pleaſs you as it is, 
But I ſhall not be complaiſant and change it. 

Dor. Though you are obſtinate, I know *tis capable of 
Improvement, and ſhall do you Juſtice, Madam, if I chance. 
To be at Court, when the Criticks of» the Circle 
Paſs their Judgment ; for thither you muſt come. 

Har. And exped toibe taken in pieces, have all my 
Features examin'd, every Motion cenſur'd, and on the 
Whole be condemned to be but pretty, or a Beauty of 
The loweſt Rate, What think you.? 

Dor. The Women ; nay, the very Lovers who belong to the 
Drawing-Room will maliciouſly allow you more 
Than that ; they always grant what 15 apparent, 

That they may the better be beliey'd, when 
They name conceaPd Faults they cannot 
Eaſily be diſprov'd 1n, 

Har. Beauty runs as great a riſque expos'd at Court, 
As Wit does on the Stage, where the ugly and the 
Fooliſh, all are free to cenſure. | 

Dor. aſide.) I love her, and dare not Jet her know it. 

{ fear ſas an Aſcendant o'er me, and may revenge the 
Wrongs I have done her Sex. 
Think of making a Party, Madam, love will engage, 

Har. You make'me ſtart ! I did not think to have 
Heard of Love from you. . 

Dor. I never knew what 'twas to have a ſettled Ague yet, 
But now and then have had irregular Fits, 


Har. Take.hced, Sigkaeſs after long Health is- 
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Commonly more violent and dangerous, 

Dory. I have took the Infeftion trom her, and feel 
The Diſeaſc now ſpreading in Me——=— [AHde, 
Is the Name of Love fo frightful, 

Thet you dare not ſtand it ; 

Hay, *Twill do little exccution out of your mouth 
On me, I am ſure, 

Dor. It has been fatal------- 

Har. To ſome eafie Woman, but we are not all 
Born to one Deſtiny, I was inform'd you uſe to 
Laugh at Love, and not make it, 

Dor. The time has been, but now I muſt ſpeak------- 

Har. If it be on that idle Subject, I will put on 
My ſerious Look, turn my Head carelcily from you, 

Drop my Lip, let my Eye-lids fall, and hang 

Halt o'er my Eyes Thus while you buz a ſpeech 
Of an hour long in my Ear, and 1 anſwer 

Never a word ! Why do you not begin ? 

Dor. That the Company may take notice how paſſionately I 
Make Advances of Love ! and how difdainfully you reccive 'em. 

Har, When your Love's grown ſtrong to make 
You bear being laugld at, 1'Il give you leave to 
Trouble me with it. Till when, pray forbear, Sir. 

Enter Sit Fopling and others, in Maſques, 

Dor. What's here, Maſquerades : 

Har. 1 thought that Foppery had been left off, and 
People might have been in private with a Fiddle, 

Dor, *T is endeavour'd to be kept on foot {til by 
Some, who find themſelves the more acceptable, 

The leſs they are known, 

Y. Belk, This muſt he Sir Fopling, 

A7cd. That extraordinary Habit ſhews it. 

Y. Bell. What are the reſt ? ; 

Med. A Company of French Raſcals, whom he pick'd 
Up in Parts, and has brought over to be his dancing 
Equipage, on theſe Occalions ! make him own 
Himſelt ; a Fool is very troubleſome, 

When he preſumes he is MrCaqraro. 

Sir Fop. Do you know me ! | [To Harriet 

Hay, Ten to one but I gueſs at you, 

Sir Fop. Are you Women as fond of a Vizard, as we Men are ? 

Har, 1 am very fond of a Vizard that covers 
A Face I do not like, Sir. 

Y. Bell. Here are no Maſques you ſee, Sir, but 
Thoſe which came with you, this was intended 
A Private Meeting, but becauſe you look like 
- A Gentleman, if you will diſcover your ſelf, and we 


Know 
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Sr Fopling Flutter, © 
Know you to be ſuch, you ſhall be welcome, bo 
Sir Fop. Dear Bellair ! [ Pulling off bus Mack. * 
Med. Sir Fopling ! how came you hither ? ; , 
Sir Fop; Faith, as | was coming late from White-Hall, 
After the King's Couch:e, one of my People told me 
He had heard Fiddles at my Lady Townley's, and—— 
Dor, You need not ſay any more, Sir. 
Sir Fop. Dorimant, 1: me kiſs thee, 
Dor. Hark.you, Sir Fopiing ? ClWhiſpers. 
Sir Fop, Enough, caough, Courtage, | 
A pretty kind of younz Woinan that, Medley, I obſery'd 
Her in the Mail more Evelie than our Engliſh + 
Women commonly are ; prithee what is ſhe ? : 
Med. The molt noted Coquette in Town ; beware of her. 
Sir Fop, Let her be what ſh2 will, I know how to make my 
Meaſures, in Paris the Mode is to flatter the Prude, 
Laugh at the F:ux-proude, make ſerious Love to 
The Demi-proud., and only railly at the Coquette, , 
Medley, what think you ! 
Med, That for all this ſmattermg of the Mathematicks, 
You may be our ia your Judgment at Tennis. 
Sir Fop. What a Coque a Laſne is this ? ].talk of 
Women, and thou anſwer'ſt Tennis. . 
Med. Miſtakes will be for want of Apprehenſion. 
Sir Fop. 1 2m very glad of the Acquaintance 
I have with this Family. 
Med, My Lady truly is a good Woman. | 
Sir Fop. Ah, Dorimant ! Courtage, I wov'd ſay, We” 
Would thou hadſt ſpent the laſt Winter in Parts with me. ; 
When thou wert there La corneus, and 
Sailyes were the only Habitudes we had, a Comedian 
Would have been a hone Fortune. No Stranger ever , 
Paſs'd his Time ſo well, as I did ſome Months before 
I came over, I was well receiv'd in a dozen Families, 
Where all the Women of Quality us'd to come to vilit : - 
] have Intrigues to tel] thee, more pleaſant, i | 
Than ever thou read'it in a Novel. » *% 
Har,” Write *em, Sir, and oblige us Women ! 3 
Our Language wants ſuch little Stories, . 
Sir Fep, Writing, Madam, *s a Mechanick part of Wit:! ' 
A Gcntieman ſhould never go beyond a Song or a Billet. . 


Finy, Buſſie was a Gentleman, . | ue 
Sir Fop. Who, D' Ambors ? | __— 
Med. Was there ever ſuch a brisk Blockhead ? : s 


Har. Not D' Ambots, Sir, but Rubutin. .. 
He-who writ the Loves of France. | 
Sir Fop. That.may be, Madam ! many Gentlemen 
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Things that are below **m, Damn your Authors, 
Courtage, Women are the prettieſt things we 
Can fool away our Time with. | | 
Har. I hope you have weary'd-your ſelf to night at Court, 
Sir, and I will not think of fooling with any body here. | | 
Sir Fop. 1 cannot complain of my Fortune there, Madam 
Dorimant= 
Dor. Agzin ! 
Sir Fop. Courtage, a pox on't, I have ſomething to tell thee. 
When I had made my Court within, I came out ' 
And flung my ſelf upon the Matt under the State 
I'th outward Room, ith? midſt of half a dozen : | 
Beauties, who were withdrawn to jeer among © 
Themſelves, as they calPd ir. 
Dor. Did you know em ? 
Sir Fop, Not one of *em, by Heavens! not I; | 
But they were all your Er;:nds. - [+ 
Dor. How arc you ſure of that ? "wy 
Sir Fop, Why, we langh'd at all the Town, ſpar'd 
No body but your ſelf, they found me a Man 
For their purpoſc. 
Dor. I know you 272 mmalicions to your power. 1 
Sir Fop. And faitit | 1 had occaſion to ſhew it, for I never 
Saw more gapir.z fools at a Bail or on a Birth-day. 
Dor. You izzrn'd who th; Women were, 
Sir Fop. No matter ! they frequent the Drawing-Room. 
Dor, Ard emefraice themſelves pleaſantly at the Expence 
Of all the Fops wi come chere. 
Sir Fop, That's ticir bus neſs, faith I ſifted *em, and find 
They have a fort of V/it among *em 


Y Ah filtliy, [ Pinches a Tallow Candle, 
F Dor. Look, he has beci: pinching, the Tallow Candle. 


Sir Fop. How can you breath in a Kucin where there's 
Greaſe frying ! Dorimax:, thou art inti nate with 
My Lady, adviie ker, for her own {:xe, and the rood 
Company that comes hither, to bvru Wax-lights. 

Har, What are theſe Maigueradcrs, who ſtand fo 
Obſcquiouſly at a diſtance ? 

Sir Fop, A ſett of Buliadins, wkom I pick'd out of the beſt 
In Frace, and brought over, with a Flutes Deux or two, 
My Scrvants; thy ſho eatertain you. 

Har. 1 had rather ſee you dance your ſelf, Sir Fopling. | 

Sir Fop, Ar! 1 had rather da it all the Company 
Knows it: bet, Madam 
Med, Come, cctue ! no Excuſes, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop, By Haav'ns 
#1cd, Like a Woman 4 find you mult be ſtruggl'd with, 
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4 Before one brings you what you deſire, 
Har. Can he dance? * We. ALY 

Emil. And fence and ſing too, if you'll believe him. 

Dor. He has no more'Excellence in his Heels, than in 
His Head. He went to Paris #'plain baſhful E>gk/h Blockhead, = 
| | And is return'd a fine undertaking French Fop. i 

Med. I cannot prevail. w- 
' Sir Fop. Do not think it want of Complaifance, Madam. ; | "a 
Har. You are too well-bred towant that, Sir Fopling. 2 
1 believe it want of Power. _, | 

Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, and © it is. | 

I have fate up ſo damn'd late, and drunk ſo curs'd hard | 
Since I came to this lewd Town, that I am fit for 
Nothing but low Dancing now ;-a Corant, a Bored, * | 
Or a Minnuet : but St. Andre tells me, if-1 | oy 
Will but be regular, in one Month I ſhall rife agen. W_ 
Pox on this Debauchery. LEndeavours at a Caper. | 

Emil, | have heard your Dancing much commended, | E -: 

Sir Fop. It had the Fortune to _ in Parts, = | 
I was judg*d to rife within an Inch as high as the F) 
Baſque in an Entry, I danc'd' there. | * 
4 Har, 1 am mightily taken with this Fool, let us ſit-: | 
Here's a Seat, Sir Fopling. . 
| - Sir Fop. Ar your Feet, Madam ; 

I can be no where ſo much at eaſe: by your leave, Gown. 

Har. and Emil, Ah! you ll-ſpoil it, 

Sir Fop. No matter, my Cloaths are my Creatures. | 
I-make 'em to make my Court to you, Ladies, 'Hey—— [ Dance, 
Quon Commence, to an Engliſh Dancer Engliſh Motions. 1 was , 
Forc'd to entertain this Fellow, one of my Sett miſcarrying 

h horrid ! leave your damn'd manner of dancing, 

And put on the French Air: have you not 
A Pattern before you 
Pretty well ! Imitation in Time may bring bira to Tomething, 


Aﬀter the Dance, Enter O.Bellair, La. Woodvil and La. Townley. 

O. Bell, Hey, a Dod ! what have we here, a Mumming ? 

La. Wood. Where's my Daughter ? Harrxt. | . 

Dor. Here, here, Madam ! | 3 
1 know not but under theſe Diſguiſes there may be rs 
Dangerous Sparks, I gave the young Lady warning ! 

La. Wood. Lord ! 1 am fo oblig'd to you, Mr.-Courtage, 

Har. Lord ! how you admire this Man '! : | 

La. Wood. What have you to' except againſt him ? | ". 

Har. He's a Fopp. | | 4 

La. Weod. He's not a Dorimant, -a-wild, extravagant 
fellow of the Times. . = ” 
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The Man of Mode ; 
Har. He's a Man made up of Forms and common places, 
Snckt out of the remaining Lees of the laſt Ape... x 


La. Wood. He's fo good a Man, that were you not engag\d—— 


La. Town. You'll have but little night to ſleep in. 
La. Wood. Lord ! *tis perfeQ day or , 
Dor. The hour is almoſt come, I appointed Bellmda, 
And 1 am not1o foppiſhly in love here to forget ; . 
Fam Fleſh and Blood yet. 
La. Town; 1 am very ſenkble, Madam. 
La. Wood. Lord, Madam ' ; 
Har. Look, in what a ſtruggle is my poor Mother yonder ? 
Y. Bell: She has much ado ta-bring out the Compliment ? 
Dor. She ſtrains hard for it. | 
Har. See, ſee ! her Head tottering, her Eyes ſtairing, 
And her Under-Lip trembling, | 


Dor. Now, now, ſhe's in the very Conyulſions of her Civility,.. - 


She'll be an Hour in this Fit | 

Of good Manners elſe, 

* ETo La. Wood.J] Do you not know Sir Fopling, Madam 2? 
Ea. Wood. I have ſeen that Face——— Oh Heav'n, 

"Tis the ſame we met in-the Mail, how came he here ? 
Dor. A Fiddle in this Town is a kind of Fop-call ;.. 

No ſooner it ſtrikes up, but the Houſe is- belieg'd 

With an Army of Maſquerades ſtraight. 

| La, Wood. Lord! Itremble, Mr. Conrtage ! 

For certain Dorimant is in the Company. 
Dox.-I cannot confidently ſay he is not, 

You had beſt begon. I will wait upon you ; 

Your Daughter 1s in the hands of Mr. Bellair. 
L. Wood. T'll ſee her before me, Harriet, come away. 
7. Bell. Lights ! Lights ! 
L. Town, Light down there. 
O. Bel}, A Dod, it needs not 
Dor. Calt my Lady WoodvilFs Coach to the Door, quickly. . 
O. Bell. Stay, Mr. Medley, let the young Fellows do 

That duty ; we will drink a Glaſs of Wine together, 

*Tis good after Dancing ! what mumming Spark is that ? 
Med. He is not to be comprehended ia few words: 
Sir Fop. Hey ! La Tower. 
Med. Whither away, Sir Fopling ? 
Sir Fop. I have bugneſs with Courtage / 
Med. He'll but put the Ladies into their Coach 

And come up agen, 


E.46de.] *Sdeath, I ſhall loſe Bellinga : I muſt fright, her hence ! 


= 
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Q. Belt, In the mean time I1Il call for a Bottle. Ex, Old Bell. 


Enter 


| Enter T. Bellair. 
Med, Where's Dorimant ?. _ | CRED 
Y. Bell. Stoln home” HE'has had buſineſs waiting for 
Him there all this Night, I believe, by an' 


—_— | wt in pi, FREY 
Med. Very likely ; tis iſſembling Drunkenneſs, 
Railing at his Friends, Tad ths kind I 
Soul will embrace the Blefling, and forget 
The tedious Expe@ation. | *'*** | 

Sir Fop. I muſt ſpeak with'him' before I fleep! 

T. Bell. Emilia and I are reſply'd on that Buſinefs. 


3 


Med. Peace, here's your Father. Fa 
Enter Old Bellair , - and Butler with a Bottle of Wine) 


O. Bell. The Women are alf gone to bed. 
Fill, Boy ! Mr. Medley, begin a Health. 
Med, To Emilia. oy a þ 4 4 
O. Bell. Out a pize! ſhe's a Rogue, and I'll not pledge you. 
Med. 1 know ”—_ well. ** *” $0020 f PUP y Y 
O. Bell. A Dod, drink it then. © 
Sir Fop. Let us have the new Bachique.” 
O. Bell, A Dod, that's a hard word ! 
What does it mean, Sir ? 
Med. A Catch, or Drinking-Song. 
O. Bell. Let us have it then. 
Sir Fop. Fill the Glaſſes round, and . 
Draw up in a Body. Hey! Muſick! 


They Siog; 


T he Pleaſures of Love, and the Joys of good Wine, 
To perfett our Happineſs wiſely we join. | 
We to Beauty all day, 
Give the Soveraign -way, _ 
- And ber Favourite-Nymphs devoutly obey : 
At the Plays we are conflantl making our Court, 
And whca they are ended we follow the Sport. 
To the Mail 6::d the Park, 
Where we love till *tts dark ;, 
Then ſparkling Champaigne, - 
Puts an End to their Rergi ; 

It quickly recovers, 

Poor languiſhing Lovers ; w 
Makes us frollick and gay, and drowns all our Sorrom, 
But alas ! we relapſe again on the morrow, 
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Let every Man hang, - 
With bis Glaſs: in his band + 
And briskly diſcharge at tbe {ord Jo C oramand..... 
, Here's a Health to all thoſe, 
Whom to night we depoſe. 
Wine and Beauty, by turns great Souls ſhall inſpive. . 
Preſent all together and now, Boys, grve fr——— 


©. Bell. A Dod, a pretty bus neſs and very merry. 

Sir Fop, Hark you, Medley, let you and I take the - 
Fiddles, and o waken Dorimant. 

Med. We ſhall do him a Courteſic e, if it be as- I gueſs. . 
For after the Fatigue of this Night, hell quickly 
Have his Belly full; and be glad of an Occaſion, 

To cry, take away, Handy. 

Y. Bell. VIl go with you, and there we'll conſul 

About Afﬀairs, Medley. 
©, Bel. looks on his Watch .] A Dod, *tis fix a Clock: 

Sh Fop. Let's away then. 

O. Bell. Mr. Medley, my Siſter tells me you are an : 
Honeſt Man.- And, a Dod, I love you. | 
Few Words and hearty, that's the way .. 

With old Harry, old Harry. 

Sir Fop. Li t your Flambeux. Hey. 

\ ©, Bell, What does the Man mean ? 

Ad. "Tis day, Sir Fopling. 

Sir Fop. No matter ; , aq 
Qur Serenade will look the greater. LEx.:Omnes, , 


SCENE IL 


Dorimant*s s Lodging, a Table, 4 Candle, 4 Toilet, &c. 
Handy tying up Lines. 


Enter Dorimant in his Gown, and Bellinda., 


- Dor. Why will you be gone ſo ſoon? 
AB Bell, Why did you ſtay out fo 1:te ? 
Dor, Call a Chair, Handy ! what makes you tremble { ? 
Bell. 1 have a thouſard Fears zbout me : 
Have I not. been ſeen think you ? 
. Dor. By no body but my elf and truſty Haxdy. 
Bell. Where are a} your People ? 
Dar. 1 have diſpers'd *em on lecveleſs Errands. 
What does that Sigh mean? 
, Rell, Can you be ſo unkind to ask me ! —— well——-. 


_- 9s FopingFhther. 


Were it to do again —— 

Dor, We ſhould do i ſhonld we not ? 
Bell, I think we ſhould : the wickeder Man you to make: -- 
Me love ſo well—— will you be diſcreet now ? 
Dory. I will 
Bell. You cannot. 
Dor, Never doubt it. 
Rell, 1 will not expe& it. 
Dor. You do me wrong, 
Bell, You have no more power to keep the ſecret; ©. 
Than [I had not to truſt you with it. 
Dor. By all the Joys I have had, and thoſe you 

Keep in ſtore———— - 

Bell, You'll do for my ſake what you never did befare——— 
Dor. By that truth thou haſt ſpoken, a Wife ſhall * . 

Sooner betray her ſelf to her Husband 
Bell. Yet 1 had rather you ſhould be falſe in this 

Than in another thing you promis'd me, - 

Dor. What's that ? 
Bell, That you would never ſee Loveit'more' but in* 

_— pracehy .in the Park, at Court and Playes. 

Tis not likely a Man ſhould be fond of ſeeing a- 

Danna old Play when there is a new one acted, 

Bell, I dare not truſt your Promiſe.. 
Dor. You may 
Bell. This does not ſatisfy me: 

You ſhall ſwear you never will ſee her more. 
Dor. I will ! a thouſand Oathg——- by all 
Bell, Hold ——you ſhall not, now I think on't better. 
Doy. I will ſmear —— 

Bell, 1 ſhall grow jealous of the Oath, and think: 

1 owe your truth to that, not to your love. * 

Dor. Then, by my love ! no other Oath PII ſwear. 


* Enter Handy. ! 
2and, Here's a Chair. 
Zell, Let me go. - 
Doy, I cannot. 
Bell, Too willingly I fear. 
Dor. Too unkindly fear'd, Y 
When will yob promiſe me again 2 | 
Zell. Not this Fortnight. 
Þor. You will be better than-your word; | 
Bel, I think 1 ſhall: , 
'\Vill it not make you love. me leſs ? 
cark ! What Fiddles are theſe ?. . Pi 
Dor, Look. out,, Handy {. s 
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62 ' © The:Man of Mode; Or, 
Hand, Mr. Medley, Mr, Belair, and Sir Fopling, 

They are coming up. . 

Dor. How got they in ? 

Hand. : The Door was open for the Chair, | 


Bell. Lord ! let ni: fly 
Dor. Here, here ; down' the Back-ſtairs. 
I'll ſee you into your Chair. ; 

Bell. No, no ! ſtay and receive 'em : and be fure you 
Keep your word, and never ſee Lovert more. 

Let it be a proof of- your Kindneſs.” 

Dor. It ſhall—— HRaady, direct her, 

Everlaſting Love go along with thee. [.K:fſing ber band. 
. CEx. Bellinda and Handy. 
Enter Touyg Bellair,, Medley, and Sir Fopling, 
- Y. Bell. Not a-bed yet ! 

Med. You have had an irregular Fit, Dorimant. 

Dor. 1 have, | 

Y. Bell. And is it off already ? 

Dor, Natnre has done her part, Gentlemen, 

When ſhe falls kindly to work, great Cures ; . 

4 Are effected in little time, you know. 

hy Sir Fop, We thought therg was a Wench in the Caſe, by T 
pn The Chair that waited, Prithce make us a Confidence. 

Dor. Excuſe me. 

Sir Fop, Le ſage, Dorimant was ſhe pretty ? 

Dor. So nretty ſhe may cone to keep her Coach and pay 
Pariſh- Duties, - if the good Humour of the Age continue. 

AMecd, And be of the Number of the Ladies kept by 
3 Publick-ſpi: ited Men for the good of the whole Town. 

3 Sir Fop. Well ſaid, Medley. [Sir Fopling dancing by himſelf. 
oF. Bell, See, Sir Fopling-dancing, 

Dor. You are pradGiling and have a mind to recover I ſee. 

Sir + op. Prithce, Dorimant ! why haſt not uliov a Glaſs 
Hung up here ? a Room is the dulleſt thing without one ! 

Y. Bell, Here is Company to entertain you. 

Sir Fop. But I mean in caſe of being alvne. 

In a Glaſs a Man may entertain himſelf: 

Dor. The ſhadow of himſelf iadecd. 

Sir Fop. Corre& the Errours of his Motions, 

And his Dreſs. y 

Med. 1 find, Sir Fopling, in your Solitude, you remember 
The Saying of the wiſe Man, and ſtudy your ſelf. 

Sir Fop, ?Tis the beft Diverſion in our Retirements. 
Dorimant, thou art a pretty Fellow, and wear'ſt thy Cloaths 
Well, but I never ſaw thee have a handſome Crevat, 

Were they made up like mine, they'd give another 
&ir.to thy Face. Prithee let.me ſend my Man  . 


%*, 


i Fopling 
To drefs thee but one day. By Heav'ns an 
Engliſh man cannot tye a Ribbon. 

Dor. They are ſomething clumſy fiſted 
| Sir Fop. I have brought over the prettieſt Fellow that 


Ever ſpread a Toilet, he ſerv'd ſome time under 
Merille the greateſt Genie in the World | ; "4 
For a Valet d* Chambre. | .” 
Dor. What, he who formerly beleng'd W» 
To the Duke of Candale ? 
Sir Fop. The ſame, and ID him his immortal reputation. 
Dor. Y” have a very fine Brandenburgh. on, Sir Fopling 
Sir Fop, It ſerves to wrap me up, after the Fatigue wp a Ball. 
Med, | ſee you often in 4 with your Perriwig ty'd up. 
Sir Fop. We fhould.not always be in a ſet Dreſs, ®tis more 
En Cavalier to appear now and then in a diſſabilles. 
Med. Pray how goes your buſineſs with. Loweit ? 
Sir Fop. You might have anſwer'd-your ſelf in the Mail 
Laſt night. Dorimant ! did you not ſee the advances 
She made me ? I have been endeavouring at a Song ? 
Do: Already ! 
Sir Fop. *Tis my Coup'd Eſſay'in Engliſh, 
I-would fain have thy opinion-of it, 
Dor. Let's ſee it. 
Sir Fop. Hey, Page, give me my Song 
Here, thou halt a pretty Voice, ſing it. 
7. Bell. Sing 1t your. ſelf, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. Excuſe me. | 
T. Bell.. You learnt to ſing in Parts. | w 
Sir Fop, I did of Lambert, the greateſt Maſter-- = _— 
In the World : but I have his own Fault, a weak Vaige.. | b 
And care not to ſing out of a Ruel. | 
Dor, A Ruel is a pretty Cage for a ſmging Fop-indeed:. 


Bellair, 


Y. Bellair reads the Song, 


How charming Phillis ts, bow fair ! 
Ab, that ſhe were as walling 

To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 
And make her Eyes leſs killing, 

i ſigh! I figh ! T languiſh now, 
And Love will not let me reſt: - 

[ drive about the Park, and bow 
Still as I meet my Deareſt. 


Sir Fop. Sing, it, "ſing it, Man ; it goes ttto a pretty new 
Tune, 'which I am confident was made by Baptiſt, 
Med, Sing 1 it your ſelf, Sir Fong, 25 does nos kom hand Fes Ann 
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Dor. Ay marry ! now tis ſomething.” I ſhall not 
Flatter you, Sir Foplarg, there is not much thought in't, 
But”tis paſlionate and well turn'd, 

Med. After the French way. 

Sir Fop. That I aim'd at———dacs it not give 
You a lively Image of the thing ? | 
Slap down goes the Glaſs, and thus we are at it. . 

Dor. It does indeed, I perceive, Sir Fopling, 

Yowll be the very head of the &parks, who are lucky 
In Compoſitions of this nature. | 


Enter Sir Fo ling's Footman. 

Sir Fop. La Tower, is the Bath ready ? 

Footm. Yes, Str. | 

Sir Fop. Adieu, don Mes cheres. 

Med, When have you your revenge on Loveit, Dorimant ? 

Dor. I will but change my Linnen, and about it. 

Med. The powerful conſiderations which hinder'd 
Have been remoy'd-theg ? 

Dor. Moſt luckily this Morning, you muſt along 
With me, my reputation lyes at ſtake there. 

Meg, I am engag'd to Bellazr. 

Dor. What's your buſineſs. 

Med. Ma-tri-mony ar't like you. 

Dor. It does not, Sir. 

T. Bell. 1t may in time, _ Dorimant, what 
Think you of Mrs: Harriet ? 

Dor. What does ſhe think of me ? 

T. Bell. 1 am confident ſhe loves you. 

Dor. -How does it appOar ? 

T. Bell. Why, ſhe's never well but when ſhe's talking 
Of you, but then ſhe finds all the faults in you ſhe can : 
She laughs at all who commend you, but 
Then ſhe ſpeaks ill of all who do not. 

Dor. Women of her temper betray themſelves, by 
Their over-cunning. I had once a growing Love with 
A Lady, who wovld always quarrel with me, when 
I came to ſee her, and yet was never quiet, if 
I ſtay'd a day from her. 

Y. Bell. My Father is in Love with-Emilia. 

Dor. That-is a good Warrant for your Proceedings, 
Go on and proſper, I muſt to Lovert. 

Medicy, 1 am ſorry you cannot be a Witneſs. 

Med, Make her meet Sir Fopling again in Lhe ſame place, 
And uſe him ill before me, ,, - 
Dor. That may be. brovght about, I think. 
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Sir Fop.” PI venture. . [Sir Fopling /mgz. 


LEx, Sir Fophng. 
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And if ever you ſhould be examin'd, be ſure you 
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Aunts anon, 

Y. Bell, You had not beſt think of Mrs, Harriet tvo much, 
Without Church-ſecurity there's no taking up there. 

Dos, I may fall into the Snare to07” But——— 


- 
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The. wiſe will find 4 difference jn our Fate, 
Tou wed a Woman, I a good Eſtate. 
SCENE I. | 
Enter the Chair with Bellinda 1, the Men ſat it down and open it. 
Bellin + ogg oY 
Bellinda ſurpriz/d.] Lord ! wheream 1? in the Mail? 


Whither have you brought me ? : 
1 Chairm. You gave us no direttions, Madam ? 
Bell, The fright I was in» made me forget it. 
rt Chairm, We uſe to carry a Lady fram the Squires hither, 
Bell, This is Zoveit, 1 am undone If ſhe ſees me. 
Quickly, carry me away. 
*1 Chairrm, Whither, an't like your Honour ? 
Bell, Ask no Queſtiong——— 
Enter Loveit's Footman. - 
Footm, Have you ſeen my Lady, Madam ? 
_ Sell, I am juſt come to wait upon her —— 
Footm,- She will be glad to ſee you, Madam, 
She ſent me to yop this Morning, to deſirg four Company, 
And I was told you went out by five a Clock. 
Zell, More and more unlucky ! 
Footm, Will you walk in, Madam ? 
Bell, 11 diſcharge my Chair and follow, 
Tell your Mrs. 1 am. here. 
Take this ! - 


Say,- you took me up in the Strand, over againſt the 
Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr, Dor:mant. 
Chairmen, We will an't like your Honour, 
Bell, Now to come off, | muſt 0 
In confidence and Lies ſome hope 1s left ;, 
"Twere hard tq be found out in the firſt Theft, 
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[Gives the Chairmen ynonep; _ - 


CExeunt.. 
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LEx. Chairmen. ' , * 


Enter Mrs, Loveit, and Pert "ber Woman, 


; Pert, "EL L! in my Eyes Sir Fopling 1s 20 oJuch 
of V\ Deſpicable Perſon. 7 
Lov. You are an excellent Judge. 
Pert, Ae's as handſome a Man as Mr, Dorimant, 
And as great a Gallant. 
4 Lov. Intolerable ! is't not enough 1 ſubmit to his 
{+ Impertinences, but mult I be plagu'd with yours too ? 
$ Pert. Indeed, Madam 
Lov. *Tis falſe mercenary Malice— 
Footm, Mrs. Bellinda, Madam 
: Lov. What of her ? 
-.*  Footm, She's below. - 
2 Lev, How came ſhe ? 
Footm. In a Chair, ambling Harry brought hae, he . 
- © ZCov. Hebring her ! his Chair ſtands near Dorimant's : gy + 
=> Door, and always brings me from thence——— run and 
E Ack him where he took her up ; go, there is no truth 
-- = In Friendſhip neither. Women, as well as Men, 
All are falſe, or all are ſo to me at leaſt, 
Pert. You are jealcus of her too ? . | 
Lov. You had beſt tell her I am. - 
*Twill become the Liberty you take of hte.” Lge V4 | | 
- -Fhis Fellow's bringing of her, ge); 9 | 
Her going out by Five a Clock 
I know not what to think, 


CEnter ber Footman, 


Enter Bellinda. 0 
Bellinda, you are grown an early Riſer, I hear ! | : 
® Bell. Do you not wonder, my Dear, 
* What made Me abroad fo ſoon ? wo 
1 Lov. You do not uſe to be fo. 
Bell. The Country Gentlewomen, I told you of ( Lord! 4 

_ Fhey have the oddeſt Diverſions ! ) would never 

Let me reſt, till I promigd to go with them 

To the Markets this Morning to cat 
4 Fruit, and buy Noſegays. : 

= Lov. Arc they ſo toad of a filthy Noſegay ? 
£ Bell, They complain of the Stinks of the Town, and are 
Never well but when they have their Noſes in one. 
Lov. There are Eſſences and Sweet-Waters. | | 
Bell. Q they cry, out upon Perfumes, they are unwholeſom:, 
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Lov, Methinks in complaiſance,- | * wagh © ll 
You ſhou'd have had a Noſegay toa. ; 

Bell. Do you think, my Dear, 1cou'd be ſo lathe G 
To trick my ſelf up with Carnations, and Stock-Gilly-Flowers ? + | 
I begg'd their Pardon, and told: them, | n 
I never wore any thing but Orange-Flowers VIE, | 
And-Tuberoſe. That which made me*® ,u ro. 
Willing to-go, was, a ſtrange Deſire I had  * . 
To cat ſome freſh Nettarens. . oy 

Lov, And had you any! 7 

Bell, The beſt I ever taſted, *» 

Lov. Whence came you now? | 

Bell. From their-Lodgings, where I crowded out of 
A Coach, and took a Chair to.come and ſee you, my Dear. 

Lov. Whither did you ſend for that Chair? 

Bell. *Twas going by empty. 

Lov. Where do theſe Country Gentlewomen 
Lodge, I pray ? . 

Bell, In.the Strand, over-againlF the Exchange. : 

Pert. That place is never without a Neſt of em, 
They are always, as one goes by, flearing in 
Balconies, or ſtaring out of Windows. - 
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| * Enter Footman. | oft 
Lov, to the Footm.] Come hither. ClVhiſpers; 
Bell. aſide. ]. This Fellow, by her Order, has been * , <3; | 
Queſtioning the Chair- Men! 1 threatned %em dt 
With the Name of Dorimant, if they ſhould 
Have told truth 1 app loſt for ever, 
Lov. In the Strand ſaid you !? | | A% 
Footm. Yes, Madam, over-againſt the Exchange. CEx. Footut,  - 
Lov. She's innocent, "and I am much to blame. Wo i 
Bell, aſide. ] I am fo frighted, my Countenance | WW 
Will betray me. _ 
Lov. Bellinda ! what makes you look ſo pale ; 4 a 
Bell, Want of my uſual Reſt, and jolting up and * 
Down ſo long in an odious Hackney. 
Footm. Madam ! Mr. Dorimant ! 
Loy. What makes him here ? | 
Bell. aſide,] Then I am betray'd indeed ; "28 > 9"? gb IN 
H' has broke his word, and [| leve a Man, 
That does not care for me. 
Lov. Lord ! you faint, Belinda !. / 
Bell, 1 think I ſhall ! ſach-an Oppreſlion here on the ny 
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7 Lov. Not unlikely ! : 

Pert. *Tis that lies heavy on her Stomach. 

Zov, Have her into my Chamber, give her ſome 7 
Surfeit-Water, and let her lie down a little. XL | 1. 


Pert. Come, Madam ! I was a ſtrange Devourer 'Y 
Of Fruit when I was young, 


So ravenous. noel CEx, Bell. and Pert leading her off. . 
Lw. Oh that my Love would. be but calm awhile ! (PE [ 
" - That 1 might receive this Man with all the Scorn . ; : 
* And Indignation he deſerves. , 
Enter Dorimant. 


Dor, Now for a touch of Sir Fopling to begin with. 
Hey—— Page——Give poſitive Order that none of my 
People ſtir—— Let the He wait as they ſhould do—— , © 5 
Since Noiſe and Nonſence have ſuch powerful Charms, | 

I that I may ſucceſsful prove, | y 
Transform my. ſelf to whas you love. , we kY 

Zov. If that would do, you need not change from -. , » 
What you are, you can be vain and-loud enongh. 

Dor. But not with ſo good a Grace as Sir Fopling. 

* Hey, Hampſhire—— Oh--— that ſound, that ſound 
Becomes the Mouth,of a Man of Quality. | 
- * Zov. Is there any thing ſo hateful as/a\ſenceleſs Mimick ? 
* - Der. He's a great Grievance indeed to all who hke 
Your ſelf, Madam, love.to play the fool in quiet. 
Lov. A ridiculous Animal, who has-more of "* 
The Ape, than the Ape has of the Man in him. . 
+ Dox. 1 have as mean an Opinion of a 
Sheer-Mimick as your ſelf, yet were he all Ape, 
I ſhould prefer him to the Gay, the Giddy, 
A Brisk, Inſipid, Noiſie Fool you doat on. 
yr Lov. Thoſe Noiſie Fools, however you deſpiſe 'em, 
- - Have good Qualities; which weigh more, (or ought 
At leaſt) with us Women, than all the pernicious 
Wit you have to boaſt of. : 

Dor. That I may hereaftcr have a juſt value for'their 
Metit, pray do me the Favour to name em. / 

Zov, You'll deſpiſe *em as the dull Effets | "os 
Of Ignorance and Vanity ! | | 

* Yet I care not if I mention ſome. | 
*Firſt, They really admire us, 
While you, at beſt, but flatter us well. & 
. Dor, Take heed, Fools can diſſemble tog— 
They may,| but not fo artificially as you—— 
10 Fear they ſhould deceive us ! 
. . _ Thea 
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Then they are/afſidnons, Sir; 
They are ever offering us their Service; | 
W And always waiting on our Wil, 
4. Dor. You owe that to their exceſlive Idleneſs ! 
| They know not how to entertain themſelves at home, 
A 2 find ſo _ welcome abroad, they are fain to 
: y to you who countenance *em.as a againſt the 
; | Solitude they would be otherwiſe to, = 
Lov. TT 9+ pr ay —_—— 4 
Dor. Playing with your Fan, ſmelling to your Gloves, - 
Commending your Hair, and taking notice how 'tis "M 
Cut and ſhaded after the new'way 
Lov, Were it ſillier than you can make it, you muſt 
Allow *tis pleaſanter to lang at others, than to be langh'd at 
Our ſelves, though never ſo wittily, / Then, though they 
, Want kill to flatter us, they flatter themſelves 
| So well, they fave us the laboor ! we need not take 
| That care and pains to ſatisfie *em of our Love, 
Which we ſo often loſe an you. 
y Der, They commonly indeed believe too well of 
Themſelves, and always better of you than you deſerve. 
Lov. You are in the right, they have an implicit 
Faith in us, which keeps *em from prying narrowly into. 
Our ſecrets, and ſaves us the vexatious trouble &f 
Clearing doubts which your ſubtje and cauſclefs 
| Jealouſies every moment raiſe. 
Dor. There is an inbred falſhood in Women, which 
Inclines 'em ſtill to them, whom they may moſt eaſily deceive. 
Lov. The Man who loves above his quality, - 
| Does not ſuffer more from the inſolent impertinence of 
His Miſtreſs, than the Woman who loves above-her 
Underſtanding, does from the arrogant preſumptions 
Of her Friend. . 
Dor. You miſtake the uſe of Fools, they are deſign'd 
For Properties and not for Friends, you have ag indifferent 
Stock of reputation left you. Loſe it all like a frank 
| Gameſter on the Square, *twill then be time enough 
To turn Rook, and eheat it up again on, 
F A Good Subſtantial Bubble. 
| | Lov. The old and the ill-favour'd are only fit for 
| Properties indeed, but Young and Handſome 
Fools have met with kinder Fortunes. . 
| Dor. .,They have, to the ſhame of your-Sex be it ſpoken, 
"Twas this, the thought of this made me by a timely 
Jealouſy, endeavour to prevent the good fortune you 
Are providing for Sir Fopling— 
But againſt a Womans frailty all our 


fy RP . * 


- 


\ 
* 
EE ? 


— > F* 
- , a 2 
£ 3 
* 
bs Pn. 


4 A Y 
.: Aa ew i." : 
0 , ) 
. *,1 6 : 


£, Jo = 
4 "a © 
NT" 3's - 


a "yy * &. CO at : : 4 " 
+ 4.4% LAS I » ( A Fe. < os. - : 1 _ C 
ve. ES: | Fs TE dan & > MW OY : 
, 4 . : F * + Saw ” . : 4-28 
+ ha; "bh £8 RR 
- 3 > ' » & ” = 
- . . oY 
» - i q! . Or > 
Tm” oft 'Þ Or 


» Lov. Had I not with a oh Experience boughy. uikiNae's you! 
The Knowledge of your Falſhood, »1ji fs er; nliegRe 2542 271 
You might have fool'd me yet. "CAT th P1210 
This is not the firſt Jealouſie you have 
Feign'd to make a Quarrel with me, 

And get'a week to throw away, on ſome 
Such unknown inconſjderable Slut, 
As you havg bcen lately lurking with at Plays. 
1 Dor. Women, when they would break off 
AF . With a Man, ne 'er want th*Addreſs 
© To turn the Fault onhim, 
Lov. You take a Pride, of - late, in uſing of me ill, that 
- The Town may know the power you have over me, 

Which now (as unreaſonably as your ſelf ) 

Expects that I (do me all.the Injuries you, can) ; 

Muſt love you ſtill, 
' Dor. I am fo far from expetting that you ſhould, | 

I begin to think, you never did love me. 

Lov. Would the Memory of it p36” 


# 
Y 


Were ſo wholly worn outin me, | YI 

That I did doubt it too.! What, "made you - +: ; ” k; 2 

Come to diſturb my growiag' quict * ? Sow | 

- Dor. To give you Joy of your growing Infamy. | 
Lov. Inſupportable ! inſulgng Devil) . | [ 

This from you, the only Authour of my Shame ! | 

This from another had been but Jultice, but from,you/ 

*Tis a kelliſh and inhumaae Outrage..”- - | : 

What have I done? _ | 
Dor. A thing that puts you below my Scorn, 

And makes my Anger as ridiculous, 

As you have made my Love, 


Loy. I walk'd laſt night with Sir Fophing. | | , 
' Dor. You did, . Madam, and you talk'd, and laugh'd aloud, Þþ 
Ha, ha,-hc Oh that Laugh, that Laugh becomes . nn: 


The Confidence of a Woman af Quality. 

Lov. You who have more pleaſure-in the Ruine 
Of a Woman's Reputation, than in the Endearments | 
Of her Love, reproach me not with your ſelf, - . oo 
And I defy you to name the Man, | 

. Canlay a Blemiſh on my Fame. |? 

Dor. To bc ſeen publickly ſo tranſported 

Wirh the vain Follies of that notorious Fop, 
To me is an Infamy below the Sin of . 
Proſtitution with another Man. 
' ,£0v. Rail on; I am fatisfy*d'in the Juſtice of what 
I'did, you had provok'd me to'r. | 
Dor. What 1 did was the Ef of. a Paſſion | | 
«£5, Fre , | " Whoſe 
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Whoſe Extravagancies you have been willin ou 4.1 298 
Lov. And what I did was the Effe& of ages lrg I ROT ay 
You may forgive if you think fit. v1 z 
Dor. Are you ſo indifferent grown ? | | We ts 
Loy. 1 am. Sod 
Dor. Nay ! then tis time to part . ap 3 
PII fend You back your Letters," 17 fo 0 ES. 
IT You have ſo often asK'd for : "_ FATS Cd #8 Lat = 
I have two or three of *em about me. +” * ©; ? lan atrh.ns 
Lv. Give 'em me. | | 
Dor. You ſnatch as if you thought I would NOt—— | ET 7 
There—— and may the Perjurics in *em be mine, ©,” apo 
If er I ſee you more. | : LPT + 93>. _ 
Lov. Stay ! » [Offers to go, ſhe catches bimm. ” - 
Dor, I will not. | | 
Lov, You ſhall. . ACS 
| Dor. What have you to ſay ? 
' Lov. I cafinot ſpeak it yet. : | 
Dor. Something more in Commendation of the Fool,  : _ 
Death»! I want Pas, xt ne 80. re as 
Lov. I cannot, | "Bo 
»{* I can ſooner part with the Limbs that hold him; 'T LY "4 
I hate that nauſcous Fool, you know I do. _ 
| Dor. Were it the ſcandal you were fond of then ? 
| Lov. Y* had raisd my Anger equal to my Loye, - = 
A thing yqu n&er could do before, &: nn 
And, in Revenge, I did——— " | KR, 
| I know not what I did—— Would you wowd RY | 
Not think on't any more. _ 
Dor. Should | be willing to forget it, | 
I ſhall be daily minded of it, "yall be a common a thc 
R For all the, Town to laugh at me, | | NY es 
| And Medley, When he 1s Rhetoricatly! Utunk,” WL. 720k 6 Ry” OOO 
'Þ Wil ever be declaiming of 1t in my Ears. | pa _— "4 
Lov. *Twill be beliey'd a jealous Sprght” {rat ” - 0-9 +2 ITY "oh 
Come, forget it. Specs do. area 4 
Der. Let me conſult my Reputation ; : oo a IF; 1 
You are too careleſs of it. ; Wn wg". - © 
[ Pauſes ] You ſhall meet Sir Foplitig 1 "mh the Mail Fra to pike 7 ; 
Lov. What mean you ? - | | 7 
Dor. I have thought or, -and you milt?- £4 ak rpc path=" 
"Tis ſry to juſtifie my Love to the World g © 7 : | 
You can handle a Coxcomb ay he deſerves, «© 20K] on 
When you are not out of Hudfur, Madatt! 
Lyy. Publick Satisfa&tion for the ny, oſs done you! 
This 15 ©me new Device tomake % 8945 
Dor. Hear me! - O_o 
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3 ' The Man of Made; Or, 


Lov. 1 will not! 1 2B7S! 
Dor. You will be perſwaded. : Tar 7 
Lov, Never. n OLE 


Dor. Ate you ſo obſtinate ? 
Lov. Are you ſo baſe ? 
Dor. You wlll not ſatisfie my Lave ? =" Ta 


Lov. I would die to ſatisfie that, but I will not, " Ft) 
©. To fave you from a thouſand Racks, ” W_— Toe =p 7 .! 
** * Do a'ſhamekcſs thing to pleaſe your Vanity. ; & IP n 
Dor. Farewel, falſe Woman ! . -,odery by b 
Lov. Do! Go! + © AS = 


Dor. .You will call me back axain. 
Lov. Exquilite Fiend | | Fa: 
I knew you came but to tyrment.me. . $48 


Enter Bgllinda, and Pert. 


= Doxr, ſurpriz*d.] Belinda here ! , 
"x Bell. aſide.) He ſtarts, and looks pale * 

— s Theſight of me has touch'd his guilty Soul. 

f Pert. *T'was but a Qualm, as I ſaid, a little Indigeſtion , 

The ie Sarfeit. Water did it, Madam, 

Mixt with a little Mirabilis. 

ZY Dor, 1am confounded ! 

+ And cannot gueſs how ſhe came hither ! 

E-. ' Lov. *Tis your Fortune, Bellinda, ever to be here, s/ 
When I am abugd by this Prodi y of ill Nature, wr OA 

Bell. 1 am amaz'd to find him hay 
How has he the Face to come near you ? 

* Dox. afide.] Here is fine Work towards ! 

I never was at ſuch a Loſs before. 

Bell. One who makes a publick Profeſſion of Breach of 
Faith, and Ingratitude ! I loath the ſight of him. 

Dor. There is no Remedy ; | 
I muſt ſubmit to their Tongues now, 'and ſome 
Other time bring my ſelf off as well : as I can. | 

Bell. Other Men are wicked, but then they have ſome 
Senſe of Shame ! he is never well but when he triumphs, | 
Nay, glories to a Woman's Face in his Villagies. 

Lov. You are in the right, Bellinda ; but methinks 
Your Kindneſs for me makes you concern | 
Your ſelf too much with him. 

Bell. It does indeed, my Dear' - 

His barbarons Carriage to you yeſterday, made me hope 

© - You ne%er wou'd ſee him more, and the very next day 

A To hnd him again, provokes me ſtrangely : 

But becauſe l you love him, 1 wm done. ”Y 
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Dor. You have reproach'd me handſomely; and I 


Deſerve it for coming hither, but ; 
Pert. You muſt expeCtir, Sir ! all Women wilthate : | 27 


You, for my.Ladies ſake! PI. 
Dor. Nay if ſhe begins too, *tis time'to fly ! I ſhall be —_—_ 
Scolded to death elſe. _ / [Ade to Bellinda. 


I am to blame in ſome circumſtances, I confeſs ; but as to 
The Main, I am not ſo guilty as you imagine. 
I hall ſeek'a more convement time to clear my ſelf. 
Lov. Do it now ! what impediments are here ? , 
Dor. 1 want time, and you want temper. 
Lov. Theſe are weak pretences / 
Dor. You were never more miſtaken;in your life, | 
. And fo farewel, ; [Dorimant flings off. 
Lov. Call a Footman ! Pers ! quickly, ' | 
I will have him dogg'd. 4 
Pert. k wiſh you would not for my quiet and your own. 
Lov. [111 find out the infamous cauſe of all 
Our quarrels, pluck her Mask off, and expoſe her 
Bare-tac'd to the World. ; 
Bell, Let me but eſcapethis time, Pll never 
Venture more, 
Lov. Bellinda ! you ſhall go with me. 
Bell. 1 have ſuch a heavineſs hangs on tne with what 
I did this Morning, I wou'd fain go home 
And ſleep, my Dear. 1} . 3 
Lov. Death ! and eternal darkneſs. I ſhall never = Þ 
Sleep again. Raging Feavours ſeize the World, and make K- 
Mankind as reſtleſs all as I am. LEx. Loveit. 
Bell. 1 knew him falſe and help'd to make him ſo ? - 
Was not her ruine enough to fright me from the.danger ? 
It ſhould have been, but love can take no warning, LEx. Bell, 


SCENE I. Lady Townley*s Houſe. 
Enter Medley, Young Bellair, Zady Townley, 


Emilia and*Chaplain. 
Med. Bear up, Bellair, and do not let us ſee that f, 
Repentance in thine, we daily do in married faces. | 65S 
L. Town, This Wedding will ſtrangely ſurprize j- = 


My Brother, when he knows it. . "i 
Med. Your Nephew ought to conceal it for a time, a 
Madam, fince Marriage has loſt its good name, prudent , 
Men ſeldom expoſe their own reputations till tis 2 
Convenieat to juſtify their Wives. £4 | 
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'Oid Bc!l, TWithout) Where are you all my Y 
Out, a Dod, will no body hear ? 
L. Ton, My Brother, quickly Mr, Smirk, into this Cloſet. 


You muſt nc be ſeen yer. [Goes. into the _ 


Enter Old Bellair aud L, Townleys Page... 


O: Bell. Deſire Mr. Furb to walk into the lower Parlor, 
F will be with him preſently— Where have you 


Been, Sir, you cou'd not wait on me to day ? [ToY. Bell. 


Y. Bell. About a buſineſs. 

O. Bell. Are you ſo good at buſineſs ? a Dod, 
F have a buſineſs too, you ſhall diſpatch out of hand, Sir. 
Send far a Parſon, Siſter : ; my Lady Weoodvill and 
Her. Daughter are coming. 

iz Town, What need you huddle up things thus ? 

O. Bell, Out a piſe, youth-is apt to play the Fool, 
And”tis not good it ſhould be in their power. 

E. Town. You need not fear your Son. 

O. Bell, H? has been idling this Morning, and a Dod I Go 


Not like him: How dofſt thon do, Sweet-heart ? [To Emilia, 


Emil, You are very ſevere, Sir, Marri'd in ſuch haſte ! 
©. Bell. Go too, thou art 2 Rogue, and I will talk with thee anon... 
Here's my Lady Woodvill come. 
Enter L. Woodvill, Harriet and Buſy. 
Welcome, Madam ; Mr, Furi's 
Bclow with the Writings. 
E. Wood. Let us down and make. an end then, 


©. Bell, Siſter, ſhew the way. [To Y, Bell. who is talking to Harriet. . 


#arry, your buſineſs lyes not there yet ! 

Excuſe him till we have done, Lady, and then, a Dod, 
He ſhall be for thee, Mr. Medley, we muſt 

'Erouble you to be a Witneſs. 

Med. 1 luckily came for that purpoſe, Sir. 

LEx. O. Bell, Medley, Y. Bell. L. Townley, and L. Wood vill 

Buſy. What will you do, "Madam ? 

Har. Be carried back and mew*d up in the Countrey agen, 
Run away here, any*thing, rather than be married to a Man 
1 do not care for Dear-Emilia, do thou adviſe me ! 

Emil. Mr, Bellair is engag'd you know. | 

Har. Ido, but know not what the fear of loſing an 
Eſtate may frizht him to, 

Emil. In the deſp'rate condition you arein, you ſhould 
Conſult with ſome judicious Man ; 

What th1::: you of Mr. Dorimant ? 

— dar. 1 & not think of him at all. 


© Buſy. She thinks of pphink ol Lan nr 


_— 


. It at leaſt a dozen-timgs this Morning, ja 
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Emil. How fond your Mother was of Mr. Courtage|! ' 
Har, Becauſe 1 contriv'd the miſtake to make a little 
Mfrth, you believe I like the man. 
Emil, Mr Bellair believes you love him." 
Har. Men are ſcſdome in the right when they gneſs at a 
Womans mind ; would ſhe, whom he loves, lov'd him no better. 
Buſy. Aſide. That's &n'well enough on all conſcience, 
. Emil, Mr. Dorimant has a great deal of wit. 
Har. And takes a great deal of pains to ſhew it. 
Emil. He's extreamly well faſhion'd. 
Har. Aﬀectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and apifh. 
Buſy. You defend him ſtill againſt your Mother, 
Har. 1 would not were he jultly rall”'d, but 
I cannot hear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. 
Emil. Has your Woman learnt the Song you | 
Were ſo taken with ? | 
Har. 1 was fond of a new thing, tis dull at ſecond hearing. * 
Emil. Mr. Dorimant-made it. | | 
Buſy. She knows it, Madam, and has made me ſing | ._— 


Har. Thy tongue is as impertinent as thy fingers. 
Emil. You have provoF'd her. . 
Buſy. Tis but ſinging the Song and I ſhall appeaſe her. 
Emil. Prithee do. 
Har. She has a Voice will grate your Ears worſe than 
A Cat-call, and dreſſes ſo ill, ſhe's ſcarce fit to trick up 
A Yeomans Daughter on a Holyday. 


Buſy /ings. 


Song by Sir C, S$, As Amoret with Phillis ſate, 
One Evening on the Plain, 
And ſaw the charming Strephon wait "1 
To tell the Nymph bs pain. 'v 
The threatning danger to remove | ' 
She whiſper'd "ay a Ear, 
Ab Phillis, if you would not love, 
Thys Shepherd do not hear. 
None ever had ſo ſtrange an Art 
His paſſion to convey 
Into a liſtning Virgins heart 
And ſteal ber Soul away. 
Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 
Occaſzon for your Fate. 
In vain ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſirive, 
Alas ! *$15 now too late. 
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Enter Doyimant, 


Dor. Muſick ſo ſoftens and diſarms the mind; 

Har. That not one Arrow does reſaſtance find. y 

Dor. Let us make uſe of the Incky Minute then, 

Hor. Afide m— from.Dorimant.)] My love ſprings with? 
My blood into my face, | dare not laok upon him yet. 

Dor, What have we here, the Picture of celebrated 
Beauty, giving Audience in publick to a declar'd Lover ? 

Har. Play the dying, Fopp, and make the 
Picce compleat, Sir. | 

- Dor; What think. you if the Hint were well improv'd ? 

The whole myſtery of making love pleaſantly defign'd, 


And wrought in a Suit of Hangings ? 


Har. *Twere needleſs to execute fools in Effigie, 
Who ſuffer daily in ther own Perſons. 
Dor. To Emilia a/2de.] Mrs, Bride, for ſuch I know 
This happy day has made you. | 
Emil, Defer the formal joy you are to give me; 
And mind your buſineſs with her 
[Aloud] Here are dreadful preparations, Mr. Dorimant,, 
Writings ſealing, and a Parſon ſent for —  * 
Dor. To marry this Lady 
Byſy. Condemn'd ſhe.is, and. what will become of her 
know not, without you generouſly engage in a Reſcue. 
Dor. In this ſad condition, Madam, 1 can do no leſs 
Than offer you my Service. 
Har. The obligation 1s not great, you are the common 
SanQtuary for all young Women who run from their Relations. 
Doy. I have always my arms open to receive the 
Diſtreſſed. But I will open my heart and receive yor, 
Where none yet did ever enter You have fiIFd it 
With a ſecret, might I but let you know it 
Har, Do not ſpeak it, if you would have me belicve ir; 
Your Tongue is ſo fam*d for falſhood, "twill do the 


Truth an injury. F Turns awa! 


Dor. Turn not away then, but look on me and guels it. 
Har. Did you not tell me there was no credit to be given to 
Faces ? that Women now adays have their paſſions as 


* Much at will, as they have their Complexions, .and. 


Put on joy and ſadneſs, ſcorn and kindneſs, with the 
Same eaſe they do their Paint and Patches 


Are they the only counterfeits ? 


Dor. You wrong your own, while you ſuſpe&t my Eyes, . 
By all the hope I have in you, the inimitable 
Colour in your Cheeks is not more free from _ 
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Art, than are the ſighs I offer. - 
Har, In men who have been long hardn'd in Sin,. 
We have reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt ſigns of repentance. 
Dor. The proſpe&t.of ſuch a Heav'n will make me 
Perſevere, and give you marks that are infallible. 
Har, What are thoſe ? 
Dor. 1 will renounce all the joys I have in Friendſhip - 
And in Wine, facrifice to you all the intereſt 
I have in other Women ' 
Har. Hold ——Though I wiſh you devout, 
I would not have you turn Fanatick——Could you | 
Neglect theſe a while and make a journey into the Countrey ?. 
Dor. To be with you [ could live there : | 
And never ſend one thought to London. 

. Har. What e're you ſay, I know all beyond 
High Park's a'deſart to yon, and that no Gallantry 
Can draw you farther. 

Dor. That has been the utmoſt limit of my Love-— 
But now my paſſion knows no bounds, and 
There's no meaſure to be taken of what I'll do 
For you, from any thing I ever did before. 

Har. When I hear you talk thus in Hampſhire, - 
I ſhall. begin to think there may be ſome truth inlarg'd upon.: 
Dor. 1s this all——will you not promiſe me—— 
Har. I hate to promiſe ! what we do then is. expe&ed from 


Us, *and wants much of the welcome it finds, when it ſurprizes. - - 


Dor. May I not hope ? 
Har. That depends on you, and not on me, 


And *tis to no purpoſe to forbid it. [Tugss to Bufy -- 


Buſy. Faith, Madam, now 1 perceive the Gentleman 
Loves you too, cen let him know your mind, 

And torment your ſelves no longer. 

Har. Doſt think I have no ſenſe of Modeſty ? 

Buſy. Think, if you loſe this, you may never 
Have another opportunity, 

Har. May he hate me, (a Curſe that frights me. - 
When I ſpeak it !) if ever I do a thing againſt the , 
Rules of decency and honour, 

Dor [To Emilia.} 1 am beholding to you 
For your good intentions, Madam. ' LS 

Emil. I thought the-concealing of our Marriage - 

From her, might have done you better Service. » 
Dor. Try her again 
Emil. What have you refolv*d, Madam 2 . 

The time draws near. ; ; 

Har... To be obſtinate and proteſt againſt this Marriage, -- 
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Enter L. Townley in bafte. 


L. Town. [To Emilia. Quickly, quickly, let Mr. Smirk 
Out of the Cloſet, [Smirk comes out of the Cloſet. 
Har. A Parſon ! had you laid him in here ? 
Dor. I knew nothing of him. 
Har. Should it appear you did, your opinion 
Of my caſineſs may colt you dear. 


Enter O. Bellair, Y. Bellair, Medley, 4nd L, Woodvill. 


O. Bell, Out a piſe ! the Canonical hour is almoſt paſt ; 
Siſter, is the Man of God come ? 
L. Town, He waits your leifure—— 
O. Bell, By your favour, Sir. A Dod, a pretty ſpruce Fellow |! 
What may we call him ? | 
L. Town. Mr. Smirk! my Lady Biggot”s Chaplain. 
O. Bell, A wiſe Woman ! a Dod ſhe is. 
The Man will ſerve for the ficſh as well as the ſpirir. 
Pleaſe you, Sir, to Commiſſion a young Couple to go to 
Bed together a Gods name ? Harry. 
T, Bell. Here, Sir 
'.O.. Bell. Out a piſe, without your Miſtreſs in your hand! 
Smirk, Is this the Gentleman 
. O. Bell, Yes, Sir ! 
-Smirk, Are you not miſtaken, Sir ? 
G, Bell. A Dod, I thirik not, Sir. 
Smirk, Sure you arc, Sir ? 
O. Bell. You look as if you would forbid the Banes, 
Mr. Smirk, I hope you nave no preteniion to the Lady ! 
Smirk, Wiſh tim joy, Sir ! I have done him the good 
Office to day already. 
©. Bell. Out a pile, what do I hear !? 
L. Town. Never ſtorm, Brother, the truth 1s out. 
. ©. Bell. How ſay you, Sir ! is this your Wedding day ? 
Y. Bell. It is, Sir. 
O. Bell. Ala Dod it ſhall be mine too, 
Give 1:2 thy hand, Sweet-hearrt, [To Emil 
What doſt thou mean ? give me thy hand, I ſay. [Emil, kneels, and T, Bc), 
L. Town, Come, coine, give her your Blcſling, 
This is the Woman your Son lov'd, and is marry'd to. 
O. Bell. Ha! cheated ! cozen'd ! and by your contrivance, Siſter ! 
L. Town, What would you do with her ? 
She's a Rogne, and you cawt abide her, 
Medley. Shall l hit her a pat for you, Sir ? 
O, Bell, A Dod, you are all Rogues, 
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$r Fopling Flutter. | 
And1 never will forgive you, 

L. Town. Whither ! whither ! away ? 

Medley. Let him go and cool awhile ! 

L. Wood. {To Dorimant.] Here's a buſineſs broke out now, 
Mr. Courtage, 1 am made a fine Fool of. 

Dor. You ſee the old Gentleman knew nothing of it. 

L. Wood. 1 find he did not, -I ſhall bave ſome trick put upon 
Me if I ſtay in this wicked Townany longer. Harriet ! dear 
Child ! Where art thou ? III into the Country ſtraight. 

O. Bell, A Dod, Madam, you ſhall hear me firſt——— 


Enter Loveit and Bellinda. 


Lov. Hither my Man dog'd him! "43 
Bell. Yonder he ſtands, my Dear. EE be. þ 
Lov. I ſee him. [ Abd. 

And with him the Face that has undone me ! Oh that1 were 3 

But where I might throw out the Anguiſh of my heart, * 

Here it muſt rage within and break it. F 
L. Town, Mrs. Loveit ! are you afraid to come forward ? 
Lov. I was amaz'd to ſee ſo much Company here in 

A Morning, the occaſion ſure is extraordinary 
Dor. Aſide.) Loveit and Bellinda ! the Devil owes me 


A Shame to day, and I think never will have done paying it. 
Lov. Marry'd ! dear Emilia ! how am I tranſported 


With the News ? 
Har. to Dorimant:?) I little thought Emilia was the Woman 
Mr. Bellair was in love with——TIll chide her for not truſting © 


Me with the ſecret. 
Dor. How do you like Mrs. Lovett 7 
Har. She's a fam'd Mrs. of yours | hear—— 
Dor. She has been on occaſion | 


O. Bell, A Dod, Madam, I cannot help it: [To L, Woodvil. . 
{. Wood. You need make no more Apologies, Sir. F 
Emil, to Zoveit.] The old.Gentleman's exculing = 


-imſclft to my Lady Wooduil. 
Lov. Ha, ha, ha ! I never heard of any thing fo picafant, | 
Har. She's extreamly overjoy'd at ſomethings _ CTo-Dor; 
Dor. At nothing, ſhe is one of thoſe hoyting Ladies, 
Who gayly fling themſelves about, and force a laugh, 
hen their aking hearts are full of diſcontent and-malice. 
Lov, Oh Heavn ! 1 was-never ſo near killing my felf with- 
Laughing———Mr. Dorimant ! are you a Brideman? 
L. Wood, Mr. Dorimant ! is this Mr. Dorimant, Madam ?- W-- 
Lov. If you donht it, your-Daughter can reſolve you, 1 ſuppoſe. - -- 
L. Wood, 1 am cheated too, baſely cheated: | "O03 
O, Bell, Out a pize, what's here.more Knavery yet!- - TRE. > 
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80 The Man of Mode; Or, 


..L. Wood.. Harriet ! on my Bleſſing come away I charge you. 
. Har. Dear Mother ! do but ſtay and hear me. 
L. Wood. 1 am betray'd, and thou art undone l fear. 
Har. Do not fear.it | have not, nor never will do any 
Thing againſt my duty—— believe me ! dear Mother, do. 

' Dor. to Lov.) | had truſted you with this ſecret, but that : 
I knew the violence of your Nature would ruine my Fortune, | 
As now unluckily it has : I thank you, Madam. 

Lov. She's an Heireſs I know, and very rich, 
Dor. To ſatisfy you I muſt give up my intereſt wholly to 
My Love, had you been a reaſonable Woman, 
I might have ſecur'd *m both, and been happy | 
Lov. You might have truſted me with any thing of this kind, | 
You know you might. Why did you-go under a wrong Name ? 
| Dor. The ſtory is too long to tell you now, be ſatisfied, this [ 


Is the buſineſs; this 1s the Maſque has kept me from you, ; 
Bell, He's tender.of'my honour, though he's [.4/3ae. 
Cruel to my Love, ; 


Lov, Was it no idle Miſtreſs then ? 

Dor. Believe me a Wife, to repair the | 
Ruines of my Eſtate that needs it. | F © 
Lov. The knowledge of this makes my Grief | 
Hang lighter on my Soul ; but I ſhall-never more be happy. 

- Dor. - Bellinaa ! 


Bell. Do not think of clearing your ſelf with me, it is | } 
"Impoſſible——Doall men break their words thus ? _ 
* Dor. Th extravagant words they ſpeak in love ; | 
* *Tis as unreaſonable to expe we ſhould perform all we | 


Promiſe then, as do all we threaten when we are angry 
When I ſee you next 

Bell. Take no notice of me, and [I ſhall not hate you. 

Dor. How came you to Mrs. Loveit * 

'Bell, By 2 miſtake the Chairman made for want of 
My giving them direttions. 

Dor. *Twas a pleaſant one, We muſt meet agen. 

Bell. Never. | ; 

Dor, Never | | 

"Bell. When we do, may I beeas infamous as you are falſe. 

L. Town. Men of Mr. Dorimant's CharaQter, always . 
Suffer in the general opinion of the World. ; | 
vs. Med. You can make no-judgment of a witty Man from 
Common fame, conſidering the prevailing Fattion, Madam-— 

O. Bell. A Dod, he's in the.right. 

Med. Beſides *tis a common errour among Women, to _ 
Believe too well of them they know, and too ill of them they dor't, 
O.!Bell, A Dod, he obſerves well. ; 
L. Town, Believe me, Madam, you will fiad Mr, Dorimant 


oy 


PO Os Os. 7" NET AA 
Sir Fopling, Flutter. - 
As civil a Gentleman as you thought Mr. Courtage. 
#ar. If you have a mind to know him better —— 
L. Wood. You have a mind to know him' better ! * 


Come away You ſhall never ſee him more . 
Ha. Dear Mother, ſtay— 6 


L. Weed. 1 wo' not be conſenting to your Ruine—— 
4 Har, Were my fortune in your power- 
-* L. Wed. Your perſons. | . 
Har. Could I be difobedient 1 might take it-out of | . 
| . Yours, ,andputit into his. SE F 6 
 L. Wood. Tis that you would be at, you 
Would matfry this Dorimant. 
| Har. I'cannot deny it! I would, and never will 
Marry any other Man.- | | 
F L. Woed. 1s this the Duty that you promis'd ? 
Har. But I will never marry him againſt your will bs 
L. Wood, She knows the way toamelt my heart. | . 
Upon your felf light your undoing, [To Har, 
Med. [To O. Bell. ] Come, Sir, you have not. the heart | hh 
Any lopger to refuſe your bleſling, . | 
O. Bell. A Dod, I ha* not—Rile, and God bleſs you both— 
Make much of her Harry, ſhe deſerves thy kindneſs 
A Dod Sirrah, I did not think it had been in thee. ' — [To Emnvwlia, 


Enter Sir Fopling and's Page. 


Sir Fop. 'Tis a damn'd windy day ! hey Page ! 
Is my Perriwig right ? 
' Page. A little out of order, vir ! 

Sir Fop, Pox 0? this Apartment, it wants an Antichamber 
To adjulit ones ſelf in. Madam !- I came from [To Lovent. 
Your Houſe, and your Servants directed me hither. | 

Lov. I will give order hereafter they ſhall dire& you better, 

Sir Fop, The great ſatisfation I had in the' Mail laſt night 
Has given me much diſquiet lince, 

Lov. *Tis likely to give me more than I delire. 
| Sir Fop. What the Devil makes her fo reſerv'd ? 
Am I guilty of an indiſcretion, Madam 5 = 
: Lov. You will be of a great one, if you continue your miſtake, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Something puts you out of humour. | 

Lov. The moſt fooliſh inconſiderablc thing that ever did. fb 

Sr Fop. Is it in my power ? | | : 

Lov. To hang or drown it, do one of 'em, 
And trouble me no more. 

Sir Fop. So fiert Serviteur, Madam— Medley, where's Dorimant ? 

Med, Methinks the Lady has;not made you thoſe - 
ay ſhe did laſt night, Sir Fopling—— 
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Wm Sir Fop. Prithee do not talk of her. 


; $0 good an opinion of him, he ſhall be welcome. . 
ior. _ Do's great rambling one Houſe, 
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Med. She would be a bone fortune. 

Sir Fop, Not to me at preſent, 

Med. How o ? 

Sir Fop. An intrigue now would be but a:temptation to-me 
To throw away that Vigour on one which I mean ſhall ſhortly 


Make my Court to the whole Sex in a Ballet. 


Med, Wiſely conſider'd, Sir Fopling, I 
Sir Fop. No one. Woman Is worth the Joſs of a Cut in a Caper. 
Med. Not when tis { univerſally delign'd. 
L. Wood, Mr. Dorimant, every one has ſpoke ſo much in 
Your behalf, that I can no longer doubt but I was in the wrong, 
Lov. e's nothing but falſhood and impertinence in this 
World !-all menare Villains or Fools ; take example from my 
Misfortunes, Bellinda, if thou would'ſt be happy, give thy 
Selfwholly up to goodneſs. : 
Aar. to Loveit. ] Mr. Dorimant has been your God 
Almighty. long enough, tis time to think of another 
Zov, Jerr'd by her. ! I will lock my felf.up in my Houſe, 
A&ad never ſee the World again. 
Har, A Nunnery is the more faſhionable place 
For ſuch a Retreat, and has been the fatal 
Conſequence of many a Belle paſſion. 
£99. Hold heart! till I get home i: ſhould Lanſwer, 


*Twould make her Triumph greater. [1s going out. 


Dor. Your hand; Sir Foplin 
Sir Fop. Shall I wait-upon you, Madam ? 


Zov. Legion of Fools, as many Devils take thee. CEx. Lov. 


Med. Dorimant ?: 1 pronounce thy. reputation clear — 
And henceforward when I would know any thing 
Of Woman, I will conſult no other Oracle. 
Sir Fop, Stark mad, by all that's handſome ! Dorimant, 
Thou haſt engag?d me in a pretty buſineſs. 
Dor. I have not leiſure. now to talk about it. 
O. Bell. Out a pize, what does this man of mode do here agen ? 
L. Town, He'll be an excellent entertainment within, Brother, 
And is luckily come to raiſe the mirth of the Company. ; 
L. Wood, Madam, I take my leave of you. 
L. Town, What do you mean, Madam? 
L. Wood, To go this Afternoon part of my way to Hartly 
O. Bcll. A. Dod you ſhall ſtay and dine. firſt ! 
Come we will ail be good Friends, 
And you fhall give Mr. Dor:mant leave 
To wait uporr you.and. your Daughter in the Countrey. 
L. Wood. If this occaſions bring him that way, I haye now 
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+ That looks as it were not inhabited, the Family 
® So ſmall ; there you'll find my Mother, an 

* - Old lame Aunt, and my elf, Sir, perch'd 

- Fering 
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On Chairs at a diftanee in a large Parlour ; 
Mopiog like three or four melancholy Birds in 
A ſpacions-Vollary—does not this ſtagger your reſolution ? * 
Dor:;-Not at all, Madam ! the firſt time I ſaw you, 
You left me with the pangs of love me, and this 
Day my Soul has quite gjven up her liberty, 
Har. This is more diſmal than the Country ! 
Emilia ! pity.me, who am going to that fad place. 
Methinks-I hear the hateful noift of Rooks already— 
Kaw—Kaw—Kaw—There's muſick in the *+ . 
Worſt Cry in London / My Dill and Cowcumbers to pickle. 
O. Bell. Siſter ! knowing of this matter, I hope 
You have provided us-ſome,good Chear. 
L. Town, I have, Brother, and the Fiddles too—— 
O. Bell, Let *em ſtrike up then, the young Lady ſhall 


Have a dance before ſhe departs. ___EDanme 

C4 11.5 the Dance,. "S 

So-now we'll in, and make this an arrant Wedding-day—— "hed 
And if theſe honeſt Gentlemen rejoyce, [To the Pitk: 5 


A Dod the Boy has made a happy.choice, [Ex, Ones... 
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Ti of Hat Frophond. 
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